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“AND TO KEEP OUR HONOR CLEAN" 
The fight to a finish at Bladensburg, August, 1814 
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When we introduced the New Gil- 
lette Blade, we were confident that it 

had the keenest shaving edge ever pro- 
duced. Response from men in the service has proved it. 
If you haven't yet experienced the thrill of a shave with 
this new blade, hop to it today! It’s the best blade made. 
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INKY—THE BANDIT HOUND 


its head in shame while openly they 

maintained an attitude of brazen in- 

difference or actively refuted the imputation of 
scandal connected with the ancestry of El Rey, 
3s their mascot. While the question had for some 
time been a moot one, the militant defense of his owners, 
coupled with the hitherto exemplary conduct and superior quali- 
ties of the dog, had restrained his detractors. And now El Rey, 
himself, had spilled the beans. If the deliberate selection of a 
disreputable associate is an indication of low caste, then El Rey 
had certainly laid his ancestry open to suspicion. After going 
A. W. O. L. for three days he had returned to his companions 
accompanied by an unquestionable mongrel which he evidently 
expected to be received with enthusiasm. 

“For cripes sake, what is it?” inquired Private Cleary, to 
whom Rey first presented his friend. “It ain’t no airdale, it 
ain’t no dachshund, and it ain’t no poodle, but it sure started 
out to be all three. Come here, you blot of ink!” 

The animal addressed grovelled before him, slid itself along 
on its belly, and when Cleary put forth his hand to pat it, 
rolled over on its back, its four legs drawn up to its body ina 
humiliating attitude of submission. Its previous experience 
— had not been productive of much confidence in human 

ings. 

“What’s biting you, loco, I ain’ta goin’ to hurt you,” said the 
shocked Cleary who picked up the little dog and entered the 
cook shack. “Hey! Cookie! Have a look at what Rey’s brought 
in.” He deposited it on a table, where it immediately collapsed 
into its supine posture. 

“Take that flea-bitten louse off’n my clean table,” shouted 
the incensed cook as with a sweep of his hand he deposited the 
hewcomer upon the floor. 

Instantly, El] Rey, who had viewed the whole proceedings with 
misgiving, sprang forward and covered his new friend. For 
the first time in their acquaintance he bared his teeth in warning. 

“Now, will you look at that,” cried the surprised Cleary. “The 
King is ready to go to the mat for his pal.” 

The cook voiced his disgust. “I’m ashamed of you, you big 
bum; couldn’t yer buscar nothin’ better’n that? You're one hell 
of a picker, if that’s the best you can do.” 

“That ain’t no lady dog,” interposed Cleary. “Don’t it beat 
hell!” he added in bewilderment watching El Rey anxiously nose 
the mutt for possible injury while keeping a hostile eye on them. 

The spectacle of El Rey and his pal afforded a study in con- 
trasts. The former was mostly collie. Somewhere to his family 
tree there must have been grafted the strain of St. Bernard, 
mastiff or similar breed, for while otherwise good in the matter 
of points, he was too large to escape suspicion. His bearing was 
that of dignified, conscious superiority and his subjects, by right 
of imposition of his rule, were the canine population of the 3rd 
Battalion, of Antigua, which it garrisoned and of all adjacent 
Pueblos and barrios which had been honored by his visits. 
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“Inky,” as he was named by Cleary upon first 
acquaintance, was long of body and short of leg, 
his demeanor towards man cringing, apologetic 
and distinctly retiring; he avoided contact whenever possible. 
His misshapened anatomy was covered by close curling wool of 
lusterless black tinged with brown, the upper jaw was adorned 
by a drooping cavalry moustache of serio-comic effect, and his 
one saving feature was his eyes—large, soft, brown and ap- 
pealing. Although he rendered servile submission to the idle 
attentions that were forced upon him from the company, he 
gave but little affection in return; that he reserved for El] Rey 
whom he worshipped. While the battalion ragged the dis- 
comfitted 64th, El Rey, indifferent to their jibes and slurs, 
proudly exhibited his pal to the world. 

Together they wandered upon various occupations during the 
day and Inky, glorying in his new-found support in a hitherto 
oppressive world, went out of his way to impress dogdom with 
his social prominence; with El] Rey close at hand the little fellow 
suffered from an aggravated case of swell head. While the 
canine world had acknowledged the prowess of their king, it 
was not prepared to accede to the newcomer the position of 
prime minister. That led to difficulties. 

“The Major says that one more dog fight pulled off at parade 
and every dam’d dog in the outfit goes,” said Captain Franklin 


_ to Private Cleary in the privacy of his office two weeks after the 


arrival of Inky. “Now, what’s come over Rey—chewing up 
dogs all over the place? It’s not like him. I’m asking you 
because Rey has always hung out with you.” 

“It’s that Inky he’s brought here. That mutt starts ’em and 
wd has to finish the job. He gets all swelled up when Rey’s 
along.” 

“Well, it’s got to stop—we don’t want to lose Rey.” The 
Captain studied the matter, then, “You think that fool pup is 
the cause of the racket?” 

“Sure, Captain, it’s Inky all right. Rey’s got ’em so bluffed 
he didn’t used to bother with fightin’—just show his teeth and 
they’d behave. This Inky, now, he’s so cocky he always bites 
off more’n he can chew.” 

“He’s stirring up hell around here, that’s certain. He’s no 
use, so far as I can see.” 

“He’s a right good watch dog, sir,” said Cleary, who believed 
in giving the devil his due, especially a devil of a dog. “There 
ain’t a ‘spig’ can come near quarters without him soundin’ off.” 

“Still, if he’s the cause of this scrapping he goes!” The Cap- 
tain dug into his breeches pocket and brought forth a two-peso 
bill. “Here, you take this. Tomorrow, early, lock Rey in the 
police shack, give his friend a good feed, then go on up to 
Pasadura and give him to some paisano who'll take him out of 
town.” 

“But, Captain, Inky won’t stay with no ‘spiggote.’ As I told 
you, he’s scared pink of them. Maybe China Pete will get him 
a home?” 

“All right, make it so! And tell Pete I'll give him five pesos 


\ 
Big 
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to get him a decent owner.” Captain Franklin dismissed Pri- 
vate Cleary and the subject of Inky from his mind. 

Private Cleary executed his mission with celerity and cpm- 
mendable thoroughness judging from his report on returning, 
and the 64th Company, relieved of the humiliating presence of 
Inky, cheerfully dismissed him from their thoughts. Not so 
El Rey. Two days he spent under restraint in the police shed; 
forty-eight agonizing hours during which he called for his 
boon companion, bewildered by his apparent sudden disaffection. 
When he was unchained he made a furious and thorough round 
of the camp but nowhere could he find the missing Inky. 
Cleary, the last to handle him, came in for close investigation. 

“Hey, shove off! What you sniffing at me for?” demanded 
that worthy. “If it’s that runt you’re thinkin’ of, you can stow 
it. He’s gone, see!” 

For a day El Rey refused to be convinced, for he trailed 
Cleary about his routine 
duties in the hope that he 
would be forced to disclose 
the hiding place of his pal. 
This failing, he swung out 
on the trails and a mile 
from camp struck the scent 
at the precise spot where 
Cleary had put Inky down 
with the remark, “You'll 
furnish your own transpor- 
tation from here on.” 

Two days later they re- 
turned. The morning sun 
had tinted the sky with rose 
and pink and tipped the 
peak of El Pilote with gold, 
but the valley of Antigua 
still lay in deep purple 
shadow and the chill air was 
filled with the song of the 
“combates” announcing the 
new day. The “music” of 
the guard had just com- 
pleted his ablutions from a 
basin by the door of the 
guard house and had put 
his bugle to his lips to 
sound “first call” for re- 
veille when in the ghostly 
light two figures  flitted 
across the parade ground 
headed toward the red glow 
of the cook shacks—one im- 
perious, majestic, and the 
other squat and slavish. He 
gasped, dropping his bugle 
in surprise. 

“Sergeant,” he called to 
one within the guard house, 
“Rey’s back and has brought 
that fice along with him.” 

“Well, wouldn’t you know 
that saphead Cleary would 
flivver, some way.” 

And that was the judg- 
ment of the 64th Company. 
Fortunately for Private 
Cleary the company was ordered out on an S. O. S. from the 
coffee planters beyond El Pilote. Planchito, an industrious cut- 
throat rejoicing in the cheering sobriquet of “The Butcher” had 
reappeared in their midst after a period of inactivity in the 
wilderness north of the Rio Zapata and was now busily engaged 
in reaping the rewards of their labors. As was his custom, he 
was incidently doing a lively business in kidnapping for ran- 
som, torturing, arson and worse. 

The following morning, as soon as breakfast had been eaten, 
the 64th Company headed east with ten days’ supplies in the 
mule train. : 

Two days later it was 25 miles from Antigua, crawling like a 
long tan-colored serpent through the lush green of a valley, 
following the winding of the trail. From the jungle monkeys 
chattered and parrots screamed their resentment at this intru- 
sion upon their isolation. Men sweated beneath the broiling 
sun and fought off the swarms of gnats and mosquitoes out to 
welcome them, plodded doggedly in the moist heat, lifting their 
eyes to the great peak of El Pilote as they fought their way 
upward. 

“If that damned hill would stay put, I might get my dogs on 
it sometime today, but she’s backing up on us—and the water in 
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Two hombres who stood before it, their rifles leaning against the door, 
silently raised their arms in token of surrender. 
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my canteen’s boiling right now.” The Radish, whose unpro. 
nounceable Polish name had been so abbreviated by his mates, 
wiped his face on his shirt sleeve. “God! Ain’t it hot.” 
“Hot, hell! This ain’t nothin’,” growled Sergeant Robbing, 
whose countenance was tanned and seamed by the tropic sm 
and the sea glare of his sixteen years of service, “Belay that 
whine!” 

“Sure, old timer, I know! Back in the Philippines any day 
you’d walk right through the front door of hell and hold evening 
parade on the main gridiron—but I wasn’t there and don’t know 
about it. This here is enough for me.” 
felt he had scored. 

“Pipe down, you drug store sheik,” snapped the sergeant, 
“What you need is a lemon freeze and a sunshade.” He glare 
with contempt upon such weakness, did this old campaigner, 
and added with biting scorn, “Thank God, there was men in the 

Corps in them days! And don’t you think you’ll pull no 
ride in the train, neither.” 

The humorist said just one word, “Ouch!” and then 
plodded on in silence, the vision of possible extra K, P. 
dancing ahead in the mirage. 

In a cloud of dust and profanity following the main body 
the pack train jangled. Whips popped and red-faced Ma- 
rines exploded strange oaths at their perverse charges who 

until recently had been a unit in the Army and were as 
unfamiliar with their  skinner’s 
methods as they were with their 
sea-going lingo. Team work was 
on the way but as yet it had nat 
arrived. At least one Leatherneck 
was familiar with mules; a grave 
injustice had been done him; he 
submitted, but not silently. 

“Ain’t this one hell of a joke on 
a feller who left the Kansas farm 
to get away from these here wall- 
eyed sons of hell! Here's 
me back on the old job and 
a thousand miles from 
home.” Then his whip 
cracked like a pistol shot. 
“Get to hell back into for. 
mation, you lantern-jawed 
Missouri canary, or I'll bust 
yer wide open!” That was 
talk they heeded. Somehow 
the train came through on 
time each day to answer the 
ever-pressing question, 
“When do we eat?” 

High up on the mountain 
side a smal! trickle of khaki 
showing now and _ then 
marked the progress of the 
advance party. It suited Hl 
Rey to march with the 
“point” and Inky to be near 
his protector had also, but 
unconsciously, selected the 
post of danger. His march- 
ing was spasmodic and his 
need of “first aid” constant. 
At this precise moment he 
was being borne along by 
patient Cleary who for the third time since breaking camp thst 
morning was picking thorns from his feet. 

“There, you blight, them’s all out,” remarked the long suffer- 
ing one as he dropped Inky in the trail, “and for the love of 
mike take the next batch to someone else besides me. Wherejet 
get this idea I’m your nurse?” 

“If you’d lock up Rey as you were told to, we wouldn't have 
that pest along,” Lieutenant Wilkinson glowered at the offender 
as he wiped his steaming pink face and neck. “This is no place 
for dogs and that one especially; he can’t hike, he won’t stay 
with the train and he’s no dam’d use whatever except to make 
trouble.” 

Private Cleary’s face was the picture of outraged innocent 
“Lieutenant, ain’t I told you twice that I did put Rey in the 
police shed! How he got loose, I’d like to know. He joined wu 


a I've told you, four miles out of camp and brings Inky 
along. 
“Yes, I know you told me that, and I don’t believe a word 
it,” bluntly replied Mr. Wilkinson, who had his own notions @ 
Cleary’s veracity. 
The cause of the irritation went upon his way unabashed bY 
criticism. He had long since discovered that 
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comfort came from these men; that the bark of Cleary had no 
bite to it, and that as the special crony of El Rey he could do 
pretty much as he pleased and get away with it. So being in- 
tent upon life, he thoughtlessly abused his privileges. Back and 
forth along the narrow trail he waddled, getting in the way of 
weary men, calling upon himself maledictions as sizzling as the 
sun and as bad for their physical well being; when momentarily 
out of breath he calmly sank down in the trail and rested until 
some samaritan, answering the appeal of his brown eyes and 
lolling tongue, picked him up and carried him. When thoroughly 
refreshed he would wiggle free and resume his exasperating 
tactics. 

The “point” finally topped the rise and coming out upon a 
small plateau there dispersed, pausing for a blow. The breeze 
was cool, the air rarified and dry, and the view to the West and 
South magnificent. Peace pervaded the scene despite the pres- 
ence of these armed men and the marauding Planchito in the 
neighborhood. Inky flopped down for a brief rest, his eye upon 
the trail where it disappeared beyond an outcropping shoulder. 
Shortly, he arose and trotted off to satisfy his curiosity as to 
what might be around the bend. No-one noted his departure; 
for a while he was out of sight. Then the quiet on the moun- 
tain-side was shattered by a series of stac- 
cato yelps and Inky, tail clamped to belly, 
reappeared and rushed with fearful backward 
glances to the protection of El Rey. 

“What’s the matter with that damfool dog 
now?” cried Mr. Wilkinson, staring in the 
direction from which he had come. 

“Cuidado, Lieutenant!” Cleary called 
sharply. “‘Somethin’s wrong around that 
corner. When he acts like that it’s big dog 
or ‘spigs’—and there ain’t 
been no barkin’!” 

“Maybe you're right,” 
said Wilkinson, impressed. 
“Rowland,” he said to his 
sergeant, “you go up the 
hillside and take a look. 
Miller, come with me. The 
rest follow at five paces. 
Keep those dogs out of 
danger.” Then he pushed 
forward keeping close to 
the cover at the side of the 
trail. At the turn he 
halted and peered through 
the foliage. The view did 
not please him. 

“What a sweet place for 
an ambush” he said. “I 
don’t like the looks of this 
bizni.” 

Across a highland val- 
ley the trail led to a dense 
wood some 200 yards dis-  - 
tant; between, there was /7 
but little cover to be had ~~ 
from the palmetto, wild 
coffee, cactus and thorn. 

In silence the two searched 
the woods, then Miller’s 
sharp eyes detected a 
fleeting gleam—the sun 


touched a bit of bright “If it hadn’t been for me, Inky wouldn’t abeen along and where would Morse.” Then he turned, 
metal and struck fire for the outfit abeen. Now, I’m askin’ yer!” “Wilkinson, hold your sec- 


a moment. 

_“Cleary’s got the dope, 
sir. There’s spigs in there,” he whispered eagerly. “There’s 
the sergeant’s signal,” he added, as three faint chirps sounded 
from above. 

“The woods are full of spigs, Lieutenant,” reported the ser- 
geant when he dropped down to join them, “and they’re all set 
for a row. I could see ’em moving about and they’re armed, 
sir.” He paused, and then, “You gotta hand it to Inky for 
spottin’ spigs,” he said, with satisfaction. 

Mr. Wilkinson nodded. “Pass the word back that we’ve made 
contact,” he said. “Gotter find out what this means. Miller 
stick with me; you other birds spread out at five pace intervals. 
Keep your alignment and use the cover. Come on,” and he led 
out into the open. Minutes passed in tense silence as they ad- 
vanced across the smiling, sunny valley; minutes that were try- 
Ing on the best of nerves, for death lurked in the shadows under 
the trees. Then suddenly a rifle spoke from the woods ahead 
and Mr. Wilkinson’s nice Stetson flew rearward; that gentleman 
swore fervently. “Open up,” he ordered as other rifles joined 
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the first and a chattering machine gun added to the racket. The hs 
attackers fired slowly and at definite targets, steadily developing a 
the position. The advance party crawled forward to reinforce ty 
the “point” and brought orders. 

“Captain says, hold what you got till they work around them; 
and let him have the dope on their position.” 

Lieutenant Wilkinson, a shade pinker than usual, grinned 
cheerfully while he carefully watched the effect of Miller’s 
Browning on the “spig” machine gun crew. 

“We'll hold ’em O.K. It’d be one hell of a job to let go. 

Thanks to that pup, we are still in the ring.” : ere 

While it lasted it was a noisy little scrap and the advance Shae 
section was fully occupied. Back with the small reserves El] Rey ae: 
barked his defiance and tugged at his ie 
leash to join his friends, while Inky, 
quivering with terror that even the 
proximity of his hero could not over- 
come, buried himself beneath a bush 
and expectantly awaited a bloody end. 

Above the noise of the engagement, 
new bursts of fire suddenly crackled 
from brush to left, followed by others 
from the right rear of the bandit posi- 
/ tion; then Captain Franklin’s whistle 
/ shrilled through the racket and the 
64th Company closed in to finish the 
day’s chore. The check-up showed a 
surprisingly small list of casualties and 
some fifty bandits taken prisoners. 
These cheerfully lined up for inspec- 
tion—a rare assortment of 
sizes, colors and uniforms 
but of admirable and sur- aaa 
prising standard as_ to 
arms, theirs being quite ae 
as up-to-date as those of 
the Leathernecks. 

Captain Franklin ran 
his eye critically over the 
captives. “Huh!  Plan- 
chito is not in this batch, rte 
that’s certain; no leaders pee 
either. Vamoused as usual, oe 
but where to—we had 
them boxed in. Here, 
Morse, try your Spanish 
on them.” 

The first lieutenant, who 
rather fancied himself as 
an interpreter, put them 
through a snappy exami- 
nation which was produc- 
tive of no results. 

“Si, Senor Teniente! Of 
a surety our commandante 
was here” their spokesman 
readily acknowledged, “but 
now he is not!” Which 
was self-evident, but that 
was the extent of the in- 
formation elicited. 

Even in his vexation 
Franklin smiled. “That 
bird kidding you, 


tion here and look out for 

; this bunch; Morse and I 
will scout around. I’d like to know where that dam’d Planchito 
slipped through. I didn’t see anyone pull out.” Then the cap- 
tain did a thing that showed him to be a good officer, for he 
recognized talent where it was to be found and put it to his 
service. “Private Cleary,” he ordered, “bring that pup along— 
maybe he’ll smell out this batch of spigs.” 

“Aye, aye, sir,” answered Cleary, “but I’ll have to bring Rey 
along, too.” 

“All right, anything to help him do his stuff.” 

Inky for the first time was now accredited official standing 
other than that of company pest and blot upon the ancestry of 
El Rey. After the noise of combat had died away, he had 
decided to live and had emerged from his retreat only to be 
further alarmed by the presence of the bandits in the midst of 
his companions and he welcomed the chance that took him away 
from such a distasteful scene. He wandered along the route of 
march without restriction, and Cleary, who assumed the 

(Continued on page 57) 
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“AND TO KEEP OUR HONOR CLEAN” 


Mie] CHOOL histories have been very 
iz, reticent concerning the battle of 
Bladensburg. They touch it 
lightly and slide over it like a man hurriedly taking 
a dose of bitter medicine, and they make wry faces. 
= It was more than bitter medicine, it was a crushing 
humiliation; but for the sake of the lesson it teaches it should 
not be forgotten. No better example of defenseless America 
can be found than Bladensburg. 

No nation is greater than its noblest men, nor is any nation 
stronger than its force of arms. People are the blood and 
sinews of a country, and when they fail there is nothing left. 
In every crisis of this country statesmen and soldiers have 
evolved suddenly, as if from nowhere; and it is through them 
that these States have been preserved. 

The war of 1812, like all others, found us totally unprepared. 
Our defense was not adequate. Our navy consisted of about 
twenty frigates and sloops, frightfully undermanned. On paper 
we had an army of some thirty-five thousand troops, but less 
than one third of these were organized and under arms. It 
was a pitiful gesture of defiance to a nation who had one hun- 
dred ships in American waters within three months of the 
declaration of war. 

The conflict was not popular with the American people. They 
were wearied of bloodshed and weakened from recent strife. 
The administration had hearkened to the words of pacifists: 
“Why maintain armed forces when we are at peace with the 
world?” They advanced the age-old fallacy that an army could 
be mustered overnight to defend our shores. But they forgot 
that men must be armed and equipped, organized and dis- 
ciplined before they can offer serious resistance. 

It was indeed fortunate that the Napoleonic wars were of 
more importance to England than was the Colonial conflict. 
Her best battalions were on the Continent, otherwise there 
would have been even less time in which to prepare for the 
struggle, and America might have lost the independence she 
had so recently won. 

In the first years of the war America attained only scant 
success on land. Afloat, however, victory after victory was 
hers. And the Marines figured extensively in these battles. 
Five days after the declaration of war Lieutenant Heath of the 
Marines was wounded in an engagement between the “Presi- 
dent” and the British frigate “Belvidere.” Two months later 
the “Constitution” engaged the “Java” and tore her to pieces 
in a two-hour conflict. Her Marines covered themselves with 
glory. 

On Lake Ontario, Marines under Lieutenants Truman and 
Contee participated in the assault and capture of the British 
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ships “Detroit” and “Caledonia.” Marines 
were commended for their valor in the action 
between the “United States” and the “Mace. 
donian;” and they aided the “Wasp” to defeat the “Frolic” 

When the frigate “Chesapeake” was captured, Lieutenant 
Broom and eleven of his detachment were killed and twenty 
wounded. Casualties were high throughout the Corps, for the 
Marines were in the van of ail assaults. 

In the meantime the worm of contention was gnawing at the 
heart of the Capital. The administration had split into factions 
and angry diplomatic disputes arose. It never occurred to them 
that Washington was vulnerable. Even the presence of the 
British fleet in Chesapeake Bay failed to impress them. The 
hostile ships sailed about entirely unopposed, raiding and pillag. 
ing along the coast. 

An American flotilla, under Commodore Barney, was force 
to retire up the Patuxent River to the mouth of St. Leonard’: 
Creek. There he was joined by Captain Miller and a detachment 
of Marines. 

During the middle of August, 1814, the British fleet was re. 
inforced. Napoleon had fallen, releasing several regiments of 
the British arms for service against America. On the 16th 
twenty-two enemy vessels came in from the sea and proceeded 
up the bay, arriving two days later off the mouth of the 
Patuxent River and began an ascent. 

On the 19th the British began landing troops at a little fish. 
ing village called Benedict, or Saint Benedict, about forty miles 
southeast of Washington. Their movements were observed and 
reported to the Capital, and the administration squabbled among 
themselves trying to interpret the maneuver. Some contended 
the objective was Baltimore, others Annapolis. A few stateda 
belief that the hostile forces were concentrating for a move- 
ment against Washington. 

Frenzied debates followed. A special military district, ip- 
cluding the Capital and adjacent territory, was formed. In 
command of this was placed General William H. Widner, a 
young and capable leader. He was armed with the limited 
authority of calling additional men only in the case of strict 
necessity. Opinions differed as to what constituted a necessity. 

A squadron of hostile ships sailed up the river and bottle 
Commodore Barney’s flotilla in it. To prevent their capture 
he abandoned and burned his boats and moved westward over- 
land with his Marines and sailors. 

In the meantime the British debarked and encamped in a field 
near Benedict. On the morning of August 20th they began 
marching north toward Nottingham. They advanced unhurried 
and unopposed. The commander, General Ross, felt his way 
cautiously. Reports came to him that a detachment of American 


To prevent their capture he abandoned and burned his 
boats and moved westward overland with his Marines 


and sailors, 
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riflemen lay waiting in ambush, but none were encountered. 
They bivouacked by the road that night. Toward morning a 
storm broke furiously. Thunder crashed about them like artil- 
lery and jagged blades of lightning slashed at the sable clouds. 
The invaders were drenched to the skin. This was the strongest 
opposition they had Early the following 
yrning they resume e march, 

The ‘American forces, little more than a disorganized mob, 
were unable to get in motion until the day following the debark- 
ing of British troops. On August 20th General Widner marched 
his men from Washington over the Eastern Branch road. They 
advanced eastward along the Marlborough road to Melwood and 
then south to Woodyard, the rendezvous of the Americans. 

On Monday, August 22nd, about two hundred American 

yalryvmen, under Laval and Tilghman, were ordered to re- 
pve m toward Nottingham. Southward they moved, on the 
same road over which the British were advancing. Neither 
party was aware of the presence of the other. The collision 
took place at Croom. The Americans, with orders to avoid con- 
tact, retreated at the first fire. The British continued to Mel- 
wood, which the Ameri- 
eans had _ evacuated. 
There they camped, and 
daybreak, Wednesday, 
August 24, 1814, found 
them in motion. They 
passed Oldfields at five 
o'clock, and three hours 
later they approached a 
triple fork in the road. 
The left led toward Alex- 
andria, the center to 
Washington, and_ the 
right to Bladensburg. 
They continued on the 
center road toward 
Washington. 

The Americans were 
still ignorant as to the 
objective of the enemy; 
but they were reason- 
ably sure now that it 
was neither Baltimore 
nor Annapolis. They 
marched back and forth 
from Woodyard to Mel- 
wood and from Bladens- 
burg to Washington. 
They were footsore and 
disgusted, for rations 
had been scarce. For 
four days and nights 
they had been groping 
about trying to fathom 
the bewildering maneuv- 
ers of the British. 

The movement of Gen- 
eral Ross over the center 
road toward Washington 
was a clever feint. He knew that small chance of success lay 
in that direction, for the single bridge leading into the city 
could be defended with ease. Scarcely had his column marched 
its own length when he reversed it suddenly and swept north- 
ward toward Bladensburg. The Americans awakened to the 
ruse and rushed frantically to intercept them there. 

The town, at that time populated by some twelve hundred 
people, is about six miles northeast of Washington. It was a 
well-founded village, most of the houses were of stone and brick, 
and it flourished as a stopping place on the Baltimore and Wash- 
ington turnpike. On its western limits flowed the river, spanned 
by a small wooden bridge. Just above the bridge were several 
fords, offering excellent avenues of ingress for the invaders. 
The west bank of the river was lined with bushes and willow 
and larch trees. Beyond them was a field and an orchard. Here 
General Widner placed his troops; green, undisciplined soldiers, 
tatigued from marching and counter marching, the last barrier 
between the invading army and the Nation’s Capital. 

Commodore Barney’s Marines and sailors were in the center, 
straddling the road that bisected the field. The force consisted 
of about 400 seamen and 120 Marines. Their armament was two 
18-pounders and three 12-pounders. The heavier guns were 
planted on the highway, with the 12-pounders immediately on 
the right. A detachment of bluejackets was designated as artil- 


lerymen, and the rest, with the Marines, supported them as 
infantry, 


Even the British could not help but admire 
the determination and courage of these men. 
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Long before the British column came in sight its movement 
could be followed by the dust clouds hovering over the road. 
About noon the advance parties arrived in Bladensburg. Here 
they halted in the shelter of the brick houses until the main 
body came close enough to support them. With their scarlet 
coats glittering in the sun they moved toward the bridge. They 
were met by an irresolute fire from the American infantrymen. 
They replied with Cosgreve rockets, metal cylinders filled with 
explosives. The rockets burst with morale-wrecking violence 
and the Americans fell back toward the orchard. 

Then suddenly the guns of the Marines and sailors belched 
out. The British faltered, rallied and advanced again. Once 
more a vicious blast of grape and cannister drove them back. 
With determination and courage they moved forward again, 
this time deployed and in small groups, taking advantage of 
such shelter as they could find. They crossed the river and the 
Marines’ rifles exacted a heavy toll. 

The brigades supporting the Marines on the flanks cracked 
and scurried to the orchard. The 85th British Regiment was 
flung out on the right with the view of carrying the left flank 
of the naval battery. They opened a withering fire on the 
orchard and drove the Americans out in shameful and disordered 
retreat. The British force was the flower of Europe, fresh from 
the victory over Napoleon’s army. They pressed forward steadily 
in the face of the fire of the battery, and Marine riflemen cut 
them down. Captain Hamilton and Lieutenant Codd died in 
front of Commodore 
Barney’s position. 

The British rockets 
crashed fearfully and 
musket balls whistied 
through the air. Captain 
Miller of the Marines 
fell wounded. Commo- 
dore Barney was severely 
hit. He requested his 
officers to retire and save 
as much of the command 
as possible. One after 
another they shook their 
heads and returned to 
their smouldering guns. 
The rest of the army 
was now in full flight. 
Marines’ and sailors 
alone remained as a wall. 
Even the British could 
not help but admire the 
determination and cour- 
age of these men. De- 
serted on all sides, out- 
numbered nearly ten to 
one, they fixed their bay- 
onets and braced them- 
selves against the as- 
sault. A British officer 
later wrote: 

“But the fact is, that, 
with the exception of a 
party of sailors (and Marines) from the gunboats under com- 
mand of Commodore Barney, no troops could have behaved 
worse than they did. The skirmishers were driven in as soon as 
attacked, the first line gave way without offering the slightest 
resistance, and the left of the main body was broken within half 
an hour after it was seriously engaged. Of the sailors, how- 
ever, it would be an injustice not to speak in terms which their 
conduct merits. They were employed as gunners, and not only 
did they serve their guns with a quickness and precision which 
astonished their assailants, but they stood until some of them 
were actually bayoneted with fuses in their hands; nor was it 
till their leader was wounded and taken, and they saw them- 
selves deserted by the soldiers, that they quitted the field.” 

The subsequent occupation and burning of Washington by the 
British is something both nations regard with equal shame; 
America for the pusillanimity of her soldiers, and England for 
the wanton destruction ordered by Admiral Cockburn. The 
library with its priceless volumes and records, the capitol, the 
white house, and other public buildings were burned. General 
Ross, with the magnanimity of Saladin, interceded with his 
superior and saved private property as well as some such public 
buildings whose destruction would endanger private dwellings. 

Yet through the dark gloom of the whole affair gleams a 
single light, kindled from the flaming courage .of the Marines 
and sailors who stuck to their guns and died thefe in the valiant 
effort to “Keep our honor clean.” 
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Vee ge THE MAN in the 


HERE was no wind, even upon the exposed portion 
Cee) of the hill. The fog curled in long steamers, and 
r e2 f the water dripped from the leaves. Men muttered 


in the fog, some close at hand, others almost out of 
hearing far along the ridge. Someone was profit- 
: ing by the halt to open a can of corned willie or 
hash. Around and around the key rasped, tearing loose the 
metal top, then the opener 
grunted, “clank,” went his 
mess kit as he knocked off 
the top, “flupp!” went the 
contents of the can. 

“Give us a dig into that 
with a fork!” pleaded 
someone. 

Said an impatient voice 
from another direction, 
“It’s just the same as the 
Enfield, yuh dam’ dumbell! 
only it’s different. I mean 
it’s better. Now, when 
yuh want to take out the 
bolt to clean it, see, or 
have a peek through the 
barrel, yuh just push that 
little gimmick up _half- 
way. There, like that! 
There, out comes the bolt. 
Now, to get it in again, 
just press down that other 
thing there and in she 
goes. Easy, ain’t it? Now 
lemme see yuh load her 
again.” 

Evidently the loading 
was not properly done, for 
a blast of angry profanity 
came out of the fog, fol- 
lowed by the sound of 
many men snickering. 

“Yuh can’t teach thategg 
nothin’,” laughed someone. 
“He don’t understand Eng- 
lish! Every non-com in 
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By Leonard Nason 


sadly by, hands in pockets and faces gloomy. Again hope of / 
rest, of food, and of a few hours’ sleep in safety had bee 
snatched from them. Gordon was comforting himself with the 
thought that eventually a man must collapse from hunger anj 
exhaustion, but what a weary time must be passed before this 
happens. 

Cat-Pie Droghan had gone back to the cart and secured a 
grooming kit, with which he endeavoured to scrape some of the 
mud off the mule’s legs and belly. This was an impossible task, 
for the mud of the Argonne, once dried, takes on the consisteney 
of cement. The colonel looked at these men from time to time 
but said nothing. 

Gordon shifted his weight from one tired foot to the other, 
and turned about so that he faced toward the path that led w 
to the old trench and the 
place where his gun had 
been the morning of the 
jump-off twenty-four hours 
before. Only twenty-four 
hours! He could hear hob- 
nails scraping on _ the 
stones of the path a 
someone descended. He 
scratched a little hole in 
the mud with his toe 
Twenty-four hours! On 
day! 

There was an_intens 
silence again. The wait- 
ing infantry, many @ 
them stretched out flat in 
an effort to snatch a fer 
minutes’ sleep, had ceased 
to talk among themselves 
Only the mule stampa 
and tore with his teeth at 
the bush, and Droghan 
patiently dug at the mui 
on his legs with the curry: ; 
comb. 

The fog curled, rolled in 
waves like those of th 
sea, receding, rushing 
again, cold, damp, pene 
trating. Gordon shivered 
convulsively. The fog 
rolled back like a breaker 
from a _ sea wall, an 
opened up a vista some 


twenty yards long, so thst 


They had bags over their shoulders from which the handles of stick he could see the edge o , 


the battalion’s had a go at grenades protruded. the old machine-gun pos 


him since last night.” The 
laughter redoubled. 

“This will be a fine day if it clears off,” remarked the colonel, 
lighting a new cigarette from the butt of the old. 

“Have you anything in mind that I'd better do?” asked the 
captain. 

“Nothing,” said the colonel, “nothing. I’m not a combatant 
officer. Anyway, the buck never travels up but always down. 
You can’t pass any responsibility off onto me.” 

“Well, I’d decided to wait here anyway until my patrols came 
back,” continued the captain. “You made me nervous by say- 
ing the squareheads had come through. I’m going to go slowly. 
Let me tell you, it’s no fun to command a battalion with no 
runners, no staff, and no training. And all I get for it is cap- 
tain’s pay, too.” 

The mule that drew the machine-gun cart gnawed idly at a 
bush. He had had no food either, but anything green was meat 
to him, whereas his guardians were not so easily satisfied. 

Corporal Gordon and Privates Mackintosh and O’Nail stood 


tion, the wrecked gun, t 

foot of the path that lé 
up the hill. There were some men there, four of them. For 
men, motionless against the gray-white background of the fog’ | 
Probably a returning patrol. Four men Gordon strangled: 
ery. It could not be! 

“Hey!” he whispered. “O’Nail! Lookit!” He pointed * 
the four. 

O’Nail looked, and his breath whistled between his teet 
That distant group looked strange. Their overcoats were * 
long, their silhouettes were not those of Americans. The { 
rolled between them, and Gordon could not see too plaini 
Their helmets, he wanted to see their helmets! But the heat 
were just a black blob against the fog. 

At that the four newcomers advanced. They could only # 
Gordon and O’Nail, for Mackintosh and Droghan were hidden 
hind the mule. Two steps forward, then the two America® 
could see the others plainly. They had bags over their shoulder 
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from which the handles of stick grenades protruded; they wore 
jeather cartridge boxes, three on a side. ; 

“Gang up!” choked Gordon, struggling to cry out as in a 
dream. “Yeay! Boche!” : 

O’Nail, however, had no trouble in shouting. “Boche!” he 
bellowed. “Here’s the Boche!” 

“Shut up, you damned fool!” cried the captain nervously, 
running over. “That’s one of my patrols! What do you mean 
yelling like that?” } 

" Droghan appeared, stupidly, from behind the mule, holding 
currycomb and brush in his two hands. The captain shoved him 
aside and reached out to seize Gordon. 

There arose out of the fog, as ships do at sea, a confused mass, 
long, black, form changing, moving slowly downhill. In just 
that breath-taking second a man’s laughing voice came from 
beyond the machine-gun cart. “Who the hell’s that yawpin’?” 
demanded the voice suddenly. “Yuh got a nightmare or what?” 

There was a spat of yellow flame from the fog. A bullet 
cracked in Gordon’s ear like a whip lash, and the captain, fall- 
ing against the back of his legs, bore him to. earth. He 
scrambled up as quickly as he could, frantically trying to get at 
his pistol. There was yelling such as is only heard in battle 
and in hell. Deep snarling 
shouts, then firing opened 
with the angry crackling of 
water thrown into hot 
grease. 

Gordon and O’Nail tum- 
bled into a shell hole and, 
crouching, waited to see 
something to shoot at. 
Neither spoke, but both 
hugged the ground, waiting 
until someone appeared at 
the edge of the hole. Bul- 
lets cracked over them from 
both directions. There was 
continual yelling. Deep and 
angry from one side, high- 
pitched, excited from the 
other. 

“They were Boche all 
right!” exclaimed Gordon 
hurriedly, and  O’Nail 
nodded. Bullets zipped and 
cracked over that shell hole 
with vicious regularity. 
Grenades burst with brain- 
rocking reports, some of 
them so near that, in de- 
seending, the mud from 
their bursting showered the 
two men in the hole. 

The yelling continued. It 
was very likely that the 
German officers urged on 
their men, or directed them 
in their advance, and that 
on their side, the Americans called to each other for identifica- 
tion. The thing had happened so suddenly, neither force having 
any idea that the other was present, and both of them very 
probably in total ignorance of how large a force was opposed to 
them, or where the bulk of this force was. Added to the 
clamour of voices were the cries of the wounded on both sides, 
alone and helpless in the fog, and in deathly fear of being left 
to suffer or be taken prisoner. 

“What the hell does this mean?” demanded O’Nail. 

“Another day with no chow!” answered Gordon. 

“Yeh, I realize that, but where did this gang blow in from? 
And how about the crowd that was out in front last night?” 

“I guess they’re kapoot!” answered Gordon. “And they ain’t 
the only ones! Something tells me that Fritz has got a good 
many kicks left yet! And one of them is going to kick this so- 
called offensive into a hell of a big casualty list!” 

“What do you think we’d better do?” 

‘I don’t know. Keep our skull down, anyway.” 

There was a sudden rush of feet. Both men instinctively 
flung themselves flat and lay motionless. They were both face 
down and so could not see, but they could smell. The rushing 
of feet stopped, seemingly just over their heads, there was a 
thud of bodies falling. Then the Americans became conscious 
of an odour, a smell of chloride of lime, of wet wool and of 
wood smoke. It was a smell of men, and though the American 
troops at times were rather high they never smelled like that. 

here must be Germans there, and so close that he had but to 
reach out and touch them. 
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They set it up, and under cover of a tree stump began to fire into 
the fog. 


Seven 


What should he do? thought Gordon. Leap up and attack 
these men? Had the Americans already fallen back, and were 
he and O’Nail virtually prisoners? But these bodies falling! 
What if the Germans had been making for that same shell hole 
and had all been killed? No, they were alive: he could hear 
their laboured, excited breathing. 

But why didn’t the Germans seize him and his companion? 
They must think they were dead! Why, of course! Weren’t 
he and O’Nail plastered with mud from head to foot? Their 
clothes were wet and torn, and they lay in twisted attitudes in 
the bottom of a shell hole, surrounded by wreckage of all kinds. 
And then the Germans had too much on their minds to give them 
more than a passing glance. 

Suddenly there was a muttered order in German and a ma- 
chine gun went into action apparently a foot or so from Gor- 
don’s ear. It was not after all particularly loud, and he noticed, 
as an enthusiastic machine gunner himself, that the Germans 
only fired short bursts. Prrrrt! Pause. Prrrt! Prrrt! Another 
pause. No wasting of ammunition in the wild joy of stepping 
on her and watching the belt run through, no unnecessary heat- 
ing of the gun—Gordon wanted to nudge O’Nail with his elbow 
to call his attention to these things. He wanted also to com- 
municate with him in some 
fashion, to let him know 
that he, Gordon, was still 
alive and hopeful, that 
there appeared to be very 
little danger as long as 
they kept their heads down 
and the Germans’ were 
busy. Yet he dared not 
move. The Boche might 
see him. And with that 
thought his legs began to 
twitch, and his back to need 
seratching. He felt that he 
must move or die. 

The gun stopped sud- 
denly, there was a calm, 
clearly spoken order in 
German, grunts, rustling, 
and slipping of feet in the 
mud, then silence. 

Pow! Mud, stones, and 
fragments of burlap show- 
ered down into the shell 
hole. 

“Wow, that was close!” 
gasped Gordon. “Look out 
on your side, O’Nail, I think 
the Boche have gone!” 

“Look out for bombs!” 
cried O’Nail. “They must 
be bombing that gun!” 

He looked out of the hole 
and must have seen no 
enemy, for he went out on 
his side with great alacrity. 
Gordon saw him throw out his arm in a stiff sudden gesture, and 
almost instantly there came the crash of a grenade and the 
characteristic cloud of white smoke. O’Nail had picked up and 
tossed away a live one. 

Oh, why not lie down and wait to be bumped off by the first 
Boche that came along? thought Gordon. There was too much 
going on here! He was tired and hungry. Why not die now and 
have it over with? To his amazement he found that he was out 
of the shell hole and running. Before him, as the fog thinned, 
appeared other running figures, running up the slope that 
masked the old machine-gun position. These figures were black 
and therefore German. He turned and ran the other way. Then 
he heard laughter. 

“T’ve gone nuts at last!” he thought, but he observed, from 
the corner of his eyes, another group of men. It needed no 
second glance to tell him that they were Americans. There 
were several of them, one very short and another very tall. They 
had slung rifles, but each man held something in his right hand. 
Grenades, and probably every one with the pin out. These men 
were looking at him and laughing heartily. 

“Shooo!” cried the tall man, waving his arms as one does to 
drive hens or frighten away a cat. 

“What the hell’s bitin’ you?” demanded Gordon, coming to a 
confused stop. 

“Where ye goin’, soldier?” they called to him. 

“Was it you that threw those grenades at me?” demanded 


Gordon. 
(Continued on page 52) 
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PEARL HARBOR, T. H., STATION 
K-A-P-U BROADCASTING 


Once more, dear readers, we will bur- 
den you with bits of news from this mid- 
Pacific post where they greet you with 
Lei’s and song. It has been some time 
since we have been able to break into 
print, but feel that we will be able to do 
better now that we have plenty of men, 
thereby allowing us more time on the 
Underwood. 

Again let us compliment the China 
publicity force on its success. To date 
we have about ten of our best men wait- 
ing for the next Asiatic bound transport, 
and a half dozen more waiting approval 
of requests for transfer to said Asiatic 
Station. We are also about to present 
the stations on the mainland with a few 
of our tropical soldiers, whose foreign 
shore service has expired, about nine in 
number. And in September, providing 
we get the required number of reliefs, 
we will turn about one hundred more 
upon the unsuspecting American public. 

We also claim the honor of sending 
one of the best examples of officer ma- 
terial in the Corps to the Candidates for 
Commission School, Washington, D. C., in 
the person of Corporal Donovan D. Sult. 
We all hope him lots of luck and success. 
ATTENTION!! 

Among our recent departures were 
Lieutenant L. F. Narum, Chief Pay Clerk 
D. H. McKee, and their families. Believe 
me, we sure hated to see Lieutenant Na- 
rum leave as he was well thought of as a 
company commander, and was well liked 
by the entire personnel. Here’s hoping 
his next company feels towards him as 
his last one. Good luck, Lieutenant. 
Chief Pay Clerk McKee was another we 
hated to see leave. While he did not 
come in contact with the men as much as 
a line officer would, he still had a large 
number of friends in the post, and was 
well spoken of by all. 

Our newcomers among the officer per- 
sonnel are Lieutenant Benner and Chief 
Pay Clerk Sisk. Lieutenant Benner has 
not arrived yet, but is expected any day, 
so we cannot say much along that line, 
however, here’s hoping. Our new pay- 
master gave a very satisfactory demon- 
stration pay day, and from all indications 
is accepted with open arms by all. 

Among our recent promotions we have 
to sergeants: Kiszewski, Gifford, Hed- 
derly, and Ferguson; and to corporal: M. 
H. Jones, H. R. Sturm, B. L. Golden, E. 
D. McAlexander, C. H. Ruffle, C. E. 
Thomas, F. C. Smith, J. H. Marcell, J. W. 
Gross, E. R. Rowlan, and R. W. Coving- 
ton, while the following were promoted 
to high private: Keelor, Paul, Hutchison, 
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McGraw, Peak, Soles, Odle, Jacison, 
Schwartz, and Fuller. 

Corporal Ruffle, our galloping snow 
sled promoter, sailed for the States on 
the USAT “Cambrai,” the twelfth, and 
we all insist that someone on the main- 
land must be waiting for him, as he was 
sure anxious to go home. I think he has 
thoughts of attaching himself to an avia- 
tion unit and sprouting wings. poor boy. 

The admiral just held his quarterly in- 
spection and said things looked so bright 
that he could chance it and take two 
months leave in the States. Should have 
thought of that before the inspection. 

Say, will some of you home-loving sol- 
diers insert some news in one of the is- 
sues of the “Leatherneck” and let us 
know whether they still wear shoes and 
socks in the States? There have been 
several strange rumors around here 
lately to the contrary, and none of us can 
seem to remember whether they do or 
do not. 

Well, let us hear more from Nicaragua 
as we have a lot of new men from there 
and feel as though they will appreciate 
a little news from the old stamping 
ground. Guess I will sign off for now 
and do something with less danger at- 
tached thereto. Buddies until the new 
pay bill is passed (forever I guess). 


RADIO SCHOOL, QUANTICO, VA. 
By “Prior” 


Perhaps you have not heard from us 
for a long time, but our (“Ham What 
Am”) station “W3AWS” is still on the 
air just about every night in the week, 
and we still keep receiving cards from 
amateur radio operators from all over 
the world telling how glad they are to 
“QSO” with the radio station located 
here in Quantico at the Radio School. 

The experimental Naval Station, 
“NVY” is in operation on the average 
of five days a week, at which times stu- 
dent operators in the more advanced 
classes here in the Radio School receive 
instructions and practice in operating 
the station and field radio sets like those 
used in Nicaragua and various other Ma- 
rine detachments. It’s very interesting 
work to operate one of these sets and 
send a message out into space to be 
picked up by a set probably located off 
the Richmond Highway somewhere and 
perhaps several miles away. 

During the month of May the Radio 
Station “W38AWS” in connection with 
the “Joint Anti-aircraft and Air Corps 
exercises” held at the Aberdeen Proving 
Ground, Maryland, rendered its serv- 
ices so well a letter of commenda- 
tion from Headquarters Third Corps 


Area, U. S. Army, Baltimore, Maryland 
was received which expressed apprecia. 
tion of the excellent cooperation renderej 
by Radio Station “W3AWS.” 

The instructors in the Radio Schod 
are all experienced operators and me 
who are well qualified to instruct in the 
theory and practice of radio. 

One former student is now instructing 
in the U. S. Naval Radio Material School 
at “Bellevue,” Anacostia, D. C., which js 
the foremost radio research laboratory of 
the U. S. Navy. Students are now ina 
class of preparatory instruction for the 
Radio Material School at “Bellevue” an 
the U. S. Army Signal School, located at 
Fort Monmouth, New Jersey. From the 
latter school just mentioned a class of 
Marines recently graduated with high 
honors and are now instructing in the 
Radio School here in Quantico. 

A former repairman in the school is 
now acoustician of the sound movie 
which have recently been installed in the 
theatre here. 

Some of the new developments of the 
school are those of having recently estab- 
lished a telephone instruction depart- 
ment, and a branch radio school at Par- 
ris Island, South Carolina, at which 
school the prospective candidates for this 
school are given entrance examinations 
and preparatory instructions _ before 
transfer to this school—thus the men } 
selected for radio duty are of the highest 
quality material and the percentage of 
graduate radiomen averages much higher 
in comparison with the former system of 
the selection of men for radio duty. 

The Signal’s baseball team has been 
having some hot games this season, and 
we hope to walk away with some basket- 
ball honors, too. 

We're always glad to welcome nev- 


comers to our Radio School here in Quan- 
tico, so if you’re interested in radio duty 
come right along. 

“Lest we forget”—the “chow” at the 
school is reputed to be the best in th 
Post, and we’re quartered in a brand nev 
barracks. 

Stations “W3AWS” and “NVY” sigt 
ing off and bidding (“73's”) best te 
gards. Thanks to “The Leatherneck.” 


TWENTY-FOURTH COMPANY, 
MARINES, SHANGHAI, CHINA 
By W. R. T. 


Because of the saying that still wate 
flows deep we have been withholding of 
revelations from the Broadcast. Hor 
ever, in fairness to ourselves and the 
world at large we have the premonitie 
that few of the following words will ® 
wasted. 
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First, speaking for the entire co 
pany, it is the safest assertion in t 
world to say that our skipper, Captai 
Armstead, is both the whitest and mo 
eficient Marine officer we have had th 
pleasure to serve under. From the Grea 
Father in Washington comes the rumo 
that they are going 
to take our skipper 
away from us. This, 
much to the dismay 
of the present com- 

ny. Incidentally, 
looking at the side- 
lights, cribbage play- 
ers give the skipper a 
wide berth, that art- 
ful malady being his 
strength and weak- 
ness. 

Lieutenants Gou- 
deau and Juhan com- 
mand the platoons in 
the order named, while 
Marine Gunner Mur- 
phy carries on with 
the Howitzer platoon. 
After all is said and 
done, we can never 
hope to have a finer 
group of officers in 
one company. Think 
it over, men. 

Oink! Oink! Ser- 
geant Johnny Johnson 
coming on the line. 
This will be a dummy 
run. Experts fall in 
on the left. We have 
been informed that 
Johnny makes his 
liberties where we 
don’t. 

Yip — Attention! 
Squads right! March! 
And again we have 
the attention of the 
Fourth Marines. For 
no less a personage 
than Sergeant Amos 
Taylor is with us—re- 
member Amos of the 
cute table manners 
and the ready, friendly 
smile? And then we 
have the mule—poor 
O'Connor, he couldn’t 
get the much coveted 
hair! Sez you? 

But before we for- 
get, or should we say 
lest we forget—Ser- 
geant Patterson of 
catering fame. He is 
forever stating that 
if you don’t like the 
way he is running 
things you can do it 
yourself. It was re- 
marked the other day 
that a certain man 
would give a million 
dollars (in credit) for 
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ley, general reconnoissance man; 

athers, who joined the Howitzer Pla- 
mn, and, lastly, Tyler, who is upholding 
fame of the fighting First Platoon. 
yorals Roach, Olson and Snider also 
, the latter taking over the chief 
man’s reins soon after arriving. 


Nine 


be built on the order of Vallejo,” for 
then, states he, “I could go home by sea 
or by causeway, and not the inevitable 
rick-shaw. And who in the world wants 
to get wet on a rick-shaw?” 

Cholera shots are the vogue at this 
station. This gives the docs a chance. 
All hands are subject 
to this treatment, and 
all hands get it. Big 
men, middle-sized men 
and little men—those 
who want it and those 
who don’t. So you see 
the medicos have the 
situation well in arm. 

First Sergeant Jim- 
my J. Jordan is our 
top. Those who know 
him know how we 
feel. And lucky we 
are—and the guard 
duty goes on as be- 
fore. 

(You may fire when 
ready, Gridley). Our 
fighting platoon lead- 
ers are Gunnery Ser- 
geants Bostrom and 
Goldberg, the latter a 
new arrival from the 
States. The new men 
under the instructions 
of these. efficient 
leaders have delved 
deep into field strip- 
ping and traversing 
drill. It won’t be long 
now before this com- 
pany will have a 
chance to show its 
stuff. 

On June 10th, the 
Fourth Marines are 
holding eliminating 
contests to determine 
the best drilled ma- 
chine gun platoon in 
the Orient. One pla- 
toon of machine gun- 
ners from each of the 
two companies will 
face each other (24th 
and 28th) in the final 
elimination. Knowing 
ourselves as we do, 
understanding the 
snappy competition, 
with great gusto we 
are open to all com- 
ers. Bearing this in 
mind, we make the as- 
sertion that we al- 
ready know which is 
the snappiest platoon 
—and in case of life 
and death would make 
a statement immedi- 
ately. Hold that pivot, 
Yount. 

Big words are the 
downfall of Private 
Weber. He makes the 


the said Patterson’s 
disposition. Lastly, 
Pat asserts that next 
time he tells a damn 
fool to do anything he’ll do it himself. 

Sergeant Yount of the First Platoon 
declares that they should construct type- 
Writers on the order of mechanical men 
for then he wouldn’t have to use the 
Hunt and Punch. 

Newcomers to the company are Ser- 
geants McHugh, who promptly grabbed 
off the battalion police sergeant’s billet; 
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Acey-ducey players are few in this com- 
pound, which is not in keeping with the 
usual one-two. Of course, while we have 
two men who attempt to play this, none 
so far have outwitted Gunny Mathis in 
this hot-headed tournament. Long may 
she wave, Lee—it’s all in a lifetime. 

All of which reminds us of the saying 
of Corporal Snider. “Shanghai should 


following statement 
for the information of 
a candid world, viz: 
“In studying geogra- 
phy, one must have a speaking knowl- 
edge of paleontology, philology and 
ethnology.” And can you imagine that 
he never saw King Tut? 

The writer, being a newcomer, has not 
discovered the secrets of the men as yet 
—but promises to do so in the near 
future. So hoping that everything goes 
on as before at the Causeway at Mare 
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Some Marines on duty at Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, spend a few hours of their liberty taking snapshots ¢rs in 


of that island’s unusual scenery. 


Island, and with particular bearings on 
its guardians, Sergeants Routh and Jef- 
feries, we fill out the dotted line. 
MARINE BARRACKS, NAVY MINE 

DEPOT, YORKTOWN, VIRGINIA 

By Simp 

Hello, everybody. The Yorktown Ma- 
rines are again sounding off. The month 
of June is going by so fast that prac- 
tically nothing has happened. The hit 
and run artists have tucked four more 
victories under their belts, as against one 
defeat. On May 25th Langley Field took 
it on the button to a 12-3 score; May 30th 


the Holdcroft Athletics lost a double 
header to us, 7-6, 11-2, the first game 
going eleven innings. On June Ist the 
Hampton Athletics took the small end of 
a 9-5 score, and here is the one we don’t 
like to talk about—on the 15th Langley 
Field took revenge for their defeat of 
May 25th with a 12-2 score. It was a 
comedy of errors on the part of the 
Leathernecks. Otherwise but we'll 
leave the spilled milk for the cat. 

Our C. O., First Lieutenant Terrell J. 
Crawford, is beginning to wonder how 
high is up. He is being detached to 
Nicaragua to an aviation squadron. But 
that won’t be until next month, so the 
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less said the better 
for me. But wait 
until several hundred 
miles and a_ couple 
of thousand bandits 
are between him and 
Yorktown, and more 


might be said, if 
adequate protection is 
furnished. 


We have had only 
two discharges this 
month. Private First 
Class Isdell was paid 
off on the 4th and 
Private Putnam on 
the 15th. Izzy was 
on the ball team and 
we feel his loss 
keenly, aside from the 
fact that he was a 
friend to everybody 
in the detachment, 
Putnam had only a 
short time in_ the 
service and was dis- 
charged with a special 
order discharge. 

Sergeant Cox owes 
the command a box 
of cigars, at the very 
least. No, he isn’t a 
proud papa, but that 
third stripe looks sus- 
piciously new, and 
after a look at last 
month’s muster roll 
we find his name 
under “Corporals.” 
Too bad _ the boys 
don’t drink— 

Corporal Hedges, 
our good natured (?) 
canteen steward, was 
so sleepy the other 
night he just couldn't 
believe his eyes when 
they told him his ga- 
rage door was half 
closed. The fender is 
still hanging on but 
—Lizzie don’t look 
like she uster. 

Mr. Bellora — par- 
don me, First Ser- 
geant—is trying to 
learn the songs “Here 
Comes the Show Boat” 
and “We Won't Go 
Back to Subic Any- 
more.” “Nobody 
Knows What a Red- 
Headed Mama (Can 
Do,” eh, Top? 

If you think you 
have seen fire fight 
action, you 
should have seen 
dance-loving Leather- 


necks in action whet | 


their favorite dance hall started to bum. 
They should all be awarded asbestos 
soled dancing pumps. But the fire was 
extinguished, which is as much as any- 
one could ask. : 

A certain party was heard telling # 
certain girl that he would give her 
ring soon. The question before the house 
now is whether he meant a telephone 
ring, or one that means “hands off.” It 
is almost a certainty that next mont 
will see this mystery cleared up, 80 be 
sure and get a copy of the “Leatherneck 
for next month. 

This will be all for this time, but dot 
forget to hold out two bits for next 
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Eleven 


month’s “Leatherneck.” Don’t say 
you didn’t know about it if you 
miss it. 


BROWN FIELD PLANE TALK 

In our debut in “The Leather- 
neck” for the first time in four 
years we will give the readers a 
jine-up on our field and will at- 
tempt to cull the best of the hap- 
penings to tell about until the sec- 
ond appearance when we will have 
things systematized to give a little 
dope on everybody and everything 
about the field. 

As most of you know, we are 
located at Quantico just across 
the creek from the Marine Bar- 
racks and are known as the Air- 
craft Squadrons East Coast Ex- 
peditionary Force. There are 
three operating squadrons and a 
service squadron with a personnel 
of 450 men. Major Roy S. Geiger 
is commanding officer, with Major 
Louis Bourne executive officer. 
First Lieutenant Clarence J. Buddy 
Chappell is adjutant. First Lieu- 
tenant F. G. Cowie commands the 
Service Squadron, First Lt. Law- 
son H. M. Sanderson commands 
V F Five fighting squadron, First 
Lt. W. O. Brice commands V F 
Four fighting squadron and First 
Lt. George H. Towner commands 
V O Six Observation Squadron Six. 
As for the rest of the “head men” 
we will have to leave off by telling 
that Captain H. A. Carr is the 
quartermaster and that one has to 
have a requisition with a reason 
to get anything from said quarter- 
master. From here on out in this 
issue we will just hit the high 
spots. 

A big loss to us and a bigger 
gain to the Navy occurred with 
First Lieutenant Frank S. Schilt’s 
transfer to the Naval Aircraft fac- 
tory at Philadelphia as test pilot 
for the Navy. The former com- 
manding officer of V F Five is to 
be the say man in the acceptance 
of all new planes for the Navy and 
will do the testing of all planes 
that pass through the plant. To 
tell of this great pilot’s exploits 
would be as needless as recounting 
the deeds of Lindbergh. 

_The winning of the Curtiss Ma- 
rine Trophy by Captain Arthur H. 
Page of the Marine Corps was an- 
other boost for this station from 
the pilotage of the plane down to 
the expert workmanship that went 
into the stock plane from this sec- 
tion. Captain Page is executive officer 
for the Marine Aviation and is stationed 
at the 0. I. C.’s office in Washington. He 
is recognized as one of the leading pilots 
of the three services and his winning the 
trophy was proof of the contention. 

Gunnery Sergeant George Smith was 
crew chief on the plane, a Curtiss F C-3. 
Smith was crew chief on the plane that 
Lt. Schilt flew in the Schneider races at 
Hampton Roads in 1926 finishing second. 
He has just returned from a tour of duty 
in Nicaragua and with his years of auto- 
mobile racing as a background he is just 
- efficient in his ideas of making them 
aster in the air. Smith was advised by 

t George, gunnery sergeant, in 

e of the erection shop. 

At the gunnery and bombing practices 


A ship’s detachment goes ashore on the peninsula of Korea, and find this specimen of liberty 


uniform worn by the natives. 


held here and at Cape May, New Jersey, 
Lt. Towner was easily the high man for 
the field. While the scores have not 
been compiled completely to date it is 
known that he leads the other pilots of 
the field by a good margin. 

Our baseball team has won the first 
half of the season with a win of seven 
games and three losses. It seems that 
the Tenth Regiment of Quantico will be 
the team to give the competition in the 
second half. Gunnery Sergeant Pasche- 
wiez is catching and doing the field man- 
aging of the team with Lt. A. Clifford, 
a former Harvard twirler, handling the 
official side of the game. You notice that 
we do not give Pat’s first name. We have 
decided that any man with a handle like 
that does not need a first name. 


LARGEST CLASS GRADUATES FROM 
BASIC SCHOOL 


Philadelphia, Pa.—Fifty-three second 
lieutenants received their diplomas from 
Brigadier-General Dion Williams at the 
Navy Yard on June 27. This was the 
largest class to ever graduate from the 
Basic School. 

The ceremony took place in the large 
classroom which was bedecked with bunt- 
ing and was decorated with beautiful 
flowers and ferns. It was a typical sum- 
mer’s day and the officers were dressed 
in their “whites,” presenting a colorful 
appearance. Captain Patrick, the new 
chaplain at the Navy Yard, led the invo- 
cation and then General Williams, repre- 
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Fourth Marines Band, Shanghai, China. 


senting the Major General Commandant, 
addressed the class. 

He spoke of the Marine Corps’ activi- 
ties in the past and emphasized the tra- 
ditions of the Corps. Then he told the 
young lieutenants of the diversity of 
activity which faces officers in the Ma- 
rine Corps. “Officers are more than mili- 
tary or naval representatives. They must 
be diplomats, too,” the General said. 

The veteran Marine then informed the 
men on conditions in Nicaragua and that 
probably some of them would go to that 
country in connection with the elections 
in the Fall. School was finished for them 
here, but there were other schools in the 
Marine Corps which they would attend. 

Loyalty was another subject of the 
General’s speech. He especially empha- 
sized loyalty to the men under an offi- 
cer’s command. His closing words were 
that the lieutenants would undoubtedly 
see many countries in their career with 
the Marine Corps but when they would 
return to their homeland they would 
realize that the United States was the 
best country of them all. 

Lieutenants Moe, Pressley, Sherman, 
Murray, McCaffery, O’Donnell and Rob- 
erts, of the graduating class, were mem- 
bers of the All-Marine rugby team. This 
team, although organized for the first 
time last Spring, defeated Yale and Har- 
vard in a couple of fast-moving games. 

Lt. K. R. Willard was the honor stu- 
dent of the large class where competition 
was keen and the winning of highest 
honors was a difficult task. 

Admiral Latimer and Colonel Gulick, 
commandant of the Fourth Naval Dis- 
trict and commanding officer of the Ma- 
rines at the Navy Yard, respectively, 
were among those who complimented the 
class on their excellent showing. 

The second lieutenants who graduated 


are: 

C. R. Allen, J. H. Berry, J. V. Bradley, 
M. G. Brown, W. F. Bryson, C. I. Boles, 
S. T. Clark, W. F. Coleman, G. Cone, R. 
F. Crist, M. D. Curry, H. E. Dahlgren, 
E. C. Dyer, S. B. Griffith, L. S. Hamel, 
H. O. Hammond, D. M. Heinrichs, J. R. 
Hester, J. B. Hill, J. S. Holmberg, A. C. 
Hopkins, W. J. Huffman, C. W. Johnson, 
J. B. Lake, H. C. Lang, A. B. Lasswell, 
O. C. Ledbetter, F. G. Lippert, J. P. Mc- 
Caffery, J. P. McPherson, A. F. Moe, H 
C. Murray, C. J. O’Donnell, W. F. Parks, 
W. D. Phipps, O. K. Pressley, L. H. 


Ist Sgt. R. G. Jones, Bandmaster. 
Reilly, C. A. Roberts, C. C. Roberts, D 


C. Roberts, J. V. Rosewaine, F. 
Schwable, P. D. Sherman, J. A. Smoak, 
J. F. Stamm, R. B. Sullivan, J. J. Tavern, 
BR. M. Victory, C. D. Warfield, G. R. 
Weeks, K. R. Willard, R. H. Williams, 
W. A. Willis. 


COMMUNICATION NOTES, AMERI- 
CAN LEGATION, PEIPING 


The International Rifle Range is now 
running full blast with the entire com- 
mand shooting for qualification. Radio 
personnel, in order to fire the range and 
at the same time keep all circuits open 
as usual, has to double up on watches. 
As a consequence work on material has 
necessarily been limited. However, we 
have in the meatime been giving a fresh 
coat of paint to all the walls and floors 
in the receiver building at San Kuan 
Miao. In addition we have completely 
rewired the lighting circuits in the store 
room, using armored cable. Rains and a 
leaking roof this week allowed water to 
get into our TAF, burning out a couple 
of resistances. The set was out of com- 
mission for a very short period during 
which time our station-built transmitter 
was thrown on the circuit to carry the 
load. The old SCR-130 which was over- 
hauled and installed at the rifle range 
under the supervision of Private First 
Class Gillette has been giving excellent 
service. It is true the range is only 
about three miles distant but we have 
received reports from the Army in Tient- 
sin giving the set a very high rating 
on its signal strength and tone. Plans 
are being made to open up the Summer 
camp at Peitaiho early in June. We are 
still hoping to get our new high-fre- 
quency equipment to install at the camp, 
but as yet it has not arrived. 

The Asiatic Fleet is practically all in 
the North China waters for the Summer 
months and we have the usual increase 
in radio traffic. The speed and reliability 
with which we are able to handle this 
relay traffic with our modern transmit- 
ters is very evident. 

The U. S. S. “Henderson” homeward 
bound detail from Peiping has departed, 
taking one radioman, Private Rex Flow- 
ers. Private Delva, who was also due to 
go, took on a last minute extension and 
will now remain over until the “Chau- 
mont” arrives. The “Henderson” brought 
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one of the best radio operators Peiping 
has ever had, Corporal Marcus Couts 
back to China, but fortunately for the 
Fourth Regiment and unfortunately for 
Peiping, Couts got off at Shanghai. He 
soon got in touch with his old buddies 
via the air and the first thing he had ty 
say was “How about sending them down 
a good relay.” 

The Henderson docked at Chinwangtao 
this morning and has aboard our new 
commanding officer, Lieutenant William 
M. Mitchell, who was last at Shanghai 
He will relieve Lieutenant W. A. Wacht. 
ler, who is returning to the States after 
two and one-half years at this station, 
We wish both of them plenty of luck in 
their new assignments. 


“DENVER” DETACHMENT 
By US 

Well, shipmates, here we are again, 
Station DENVER, affectionately known 
as the “Dirty D” broadcasting. 

June’s issue seemed to please all hands, 
This month we are going to try to dis. 
please at least a few of them. We are 
under the able command of First Liev- 
tenant H. N. Kenyon, assisted by the 
notorious First Sergeant J. Palwick, 
formerly of the U. S. S. “New York” 
Detachment. It is apparent that we are 
about to lose our top-kick. A better one 
never was nor ever will be. So long, Top, 
we are going to miss you. 

The first of the year brought with it 
promotions for nine men, namely, Cor- 
porals John (Iron Man) Lea and Joe 
(Chief Rain-in-the-Face) Lee to ser- 
geants, and Privates First Class Evans, 
Mooney, McGarty, Lutman, Jennings and 
Dembroski to corporals. Now just be 
tween you and me, when Mooney made 
corporal and wrote to his wife about it, 
she sent him a Sam Browne belt. Mooney 
is also affectionately known as Our Non- 
Com, alias the Captain’s Mistake, alias 
Estelle. 

We have two men on their third trip. 
Both are members of Captain Edson’: 
famous Coco River Patrol of Nicaraguan 
Eastern Area. Whenever there is an 
argument in the compartment, you can 
bet it is about the Coco Patrol and that 
Mooney is in the thick of it. 

At present we are preparing for ad- 
miral’s inspection and you all know what 
that means, except that in this case our 
police sergeant, Eugene Kranich, reigns 
supreme. 

Speaking of sergeants, what do you 
think of a sergeant so eager to save his 
clothing allowance that another sergeant, 
who is equally as stingy, tore the rem- 
nants of his old skivvy shirt from him 
and donated a new one in its place? Such 
was the case of Chief Rain-in-the-Face 
Lee against Iron Man Lea. 

Now that leaves just one more sé 
geant and he is the buzzard who is % 
slow in sorting the mail. If you remem- 
ber him in the June issue, he is the bird 
who has all the inside dope on the dog 
races at Kennilworth. Yeah, we meal 
Roy Hagerdon, the Boston and Allen 
town Heart Buster. 

Private Flock, the boy wonder from 
Flat Rock, Indiana, where the corn-fed 
people come from, craves publicity. He 
can imitate a cow, pig, freight train # 
chow hound to perfection, especially the 
latter. 

Charles “Slim” Hicks, better known 4% 
“Muscles” was going to write this 
month’s article but as there could not be 
any lined paper found he gave it up. At 


U. S. S. 


NECK At 
| — THE LEATHERN 
an! 
it 
| sin 
| 
| & 

tion 
phy 
Dea 
ing. 
Jn 
Q 
acu! 
A 
of g 
pore 
who 
the 
plac 
whe! 
1s 
wish 
2n 
poni 
boxi 
o’ ot 
ls 
ain't 
Ne 
Ss. 
4 time 
j were 
4 one 
guys 
come 
On 
Brig 
place 
gade 
Place 
Lind 
large 
: of tl 
| Regi 
in th 
Se 
it’s 
ina 
Co 
Pole’ 
Se 
(Ji 
town. 


August, 1930 


any rate he wants it understood that al- 
though “Putt” bought cigarettes in June, 
it was only a four day supply because 


since then he has been bumming them 


from him. 

Corporal Evans, you are not fooling 
us any longer. How about Miss Bess, the 
girl from Methune, Mass., who wants to 
know if you don’t resemble Ramon Na- 
varro? 

Now for sports. We have quite a few 
sports on the “Denver,” including base- 
ball, basketball, swimming and caulking 
off on the forecastle. The latter is our 
favorite. 

The baseball team is represented by 
Lea, Hankins and Mauney of the Marines 
and it is expected that they will make a 
good showing this year. 

”* The basketball team consists of four 
Marines and one sailor. It is necessary 
to have one sailor because it is a ship’s 
team. You know how the Navy is about 
such things. Casey is counted as water 


boy. 

With one hundred per cent qualifica- 
tions on rifles we feel we have a mighty 
fine detachment of Marines, even Mur- 
phy with his big feet (15’s). ; 

There goes liberty call and Jimmy 
Dean’s and Broadway Mack’s are call- 
ing. So we sign off until the next time. 


JINGLES FROM THE JUNGLES, 
PORT AU PRINCE, HAITI 
By Earle Tempel 

Question: Why waste so much military 
acumen in counting skivvies? 

Answer: It seems a criminal waste 
of good military material to have a cor- 
poral in the Quartermaster Department 
who can, and to hear him tell it, has run 
the whole show in China and other 
places, counting nuts and bolts. “Now 
when I was in China.” 

* * 

lst Marine: This is a Hell of a hole. I 
wish I were in Squeedunk. 

2nd Marine: Yeah? Aintcha’ got polo 
ponies, sailboats, baseball, swimming, 
boxing, pool tables, handball, and a lot 
o’ other things? Aintch’, heh? 

lst Marine: Sure we got ’em, but we 
ain't got nobody to make us use ’em. 

* * 


News notes: The British cruiser, H. M. 
S. “Durban” visited the port a short 
time ago. Our international relations 
were put to the test and found working 
one hundred per cent, Nice bunch of 
guys, those Britishers. We hope they 
come again. 

* * 

On 17th of April, the Regiment and 
Brigade played the tie-off for second 
place in the Intra-Post League. The Bri- 
gade won, thus making them second 
place winners for the 1929-30 basketball 
Season. A new man on the Brigade team, 
Lindow, formerly of Quantico, made a 
large hit with the fans and was also one 
of the high scorers of the game. The 
Regiment put up a fine defensive game. 

« 
_ Corporal: See that white elephant up 
in the banana tree ? 
Sergeant: That’s not a white elephant, 
its a pink giraffe, and besides he’s not 
im a tree, he’s on a telephone pole. 

Corporal: But where’s any telephone 
pole? 

Sergeant: In Puducah. 


(Just a couple of old timers seeing the 
town.) 
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Some of the boys have a coat of tan 
for which many of the debs in the States 
would gladly sell her birthright. 


* * * * 


Heard in the company office: I gotta’ 
go home; I wanna’ extend; I gotta’ go 
home, I wanna’ extend, ad lib: try that 
out on your piccola and find out why 
company clerks go nuts in the tropics. 

Who wants to go home when one can 
sit on the front porch of a cafe, gaze out 
on the most beautiful harbor in the 
world, smell, believe me buddy, one can 
smell, all kinds of perfumes from flowers 
and other smells, buy beer for ten centa- 
vos per vare, look upon the beautiful 
native Circes. Who wants to go home? 

* 


Famous last words: Well, Colonel, I 
don’t like your old Marine Corps anyway. 
Sweet Adeline. No mess duty for me. 
Have another. I refuse to work. 

* ~ 

First Marine: Heard Bill dropped two 
saucers in the galley yesterday ? 

Second Marine: Yep, another month’s 
pay shot. 

At the Park Inn the other night, Ser- 
geant Jack Lindsey was telling Sergeant 
Brand, French, and Wilson (the three 
musketeers), of a bartender in the old 
days that invited two Marines to a drink- 
ing party the next night. “Now, boys, 
be sure and each of you bring something 
to help the party along,” the bartender 
said. They both agreed. The next night 
one Marine brought a glass, and the 
other his squad. 

Wonder what the last bottle of beer 
on the shelf thinks as it sees all its com- 
panions devoured by a bunch of thirsty 
Marines? 

It is very queer what a couple of 
chevrons can do. They don’t weigh 
much, they look like the devil, but they 
enable a certain Marine to sleep late, 
miss roll call, get lots to eat, and finally 
when something goes wrong, to catch 
plenty from the Top Kick. 
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About a month ago we lost Colonel 
R. P. Williams to the Garde d’ Haiti, 
where he will be chief. Our loss is their 
gain. At the same time our new Com- 
manding Officer, Colonel E. B. Manwar- 
ing, took over. Apropos: There are many 
cleaning agents on the market, under 
various titles, viz: Kirks, Sun Brite, 
Dutch Cleanser, Colgates, etc., but, if 
you are in the market for a cleanser, we 
recommend Williams’. 

* 

And as for our rifle and pistol team 
who have just finished the West Indies 
competition: we won six of the first 
eight rifle medals and one out of the 
first three pistol medals. Take it from 
me, Joseph, this team of ours is pretty 
hot stuff. See where the members of the 
team will have to buy another trunk to 
lug their medals around in. The team as 
is: Lieutenant Presnell, Gunnery Ser- 
geant Miller, Sergeant Tiete, Corporals 
Clark, Evans, Johnson, and Privates 
Whitehill, Medlin, Parker, Feldbrugge, 
Newman. On April 23rd, the rifle and 
pistol team was treated to a supper at 
the Marine Barracks, Port au Prince, in 
honor of their excellent showing in the 
West Indies competitions. There goes 
chow bumps—see you later. 


YARD ARM BLINKER 
By Arthur Rosett 


News Item: “Pay Bill Committee to 
interview enlisted men of Marine Corps.” 

Congressman: How much money do 
you make? 

Marine: Twenty-one dollars. 

Congressman: A week? 

Marine: Naw, a month. 

Congressman: Umph! How much do 
you spend a month? 

Marine: Twenty dollars and eighty 
cents, sir. 

Congressman: You make twenty-one 
and spend twenty eighty? In other 
words, you save twenty cents each 
month? 

Marine: Naw, that’s hospital fees. 

Congressman: If you don’t go to the 


Marine Guard raising the Flag at 8 A. M. at Camp de Marte, Nicaragua. 
the building on which Flag flies is Garet Hormigera (Ant Hill or Ant Den). 
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U. S. Marine Sergeant bidding farewell to a Brazilian Marine at the Brooklyn 


Navy 


hospital, do they refund that money to 
you? 

Marine: Naw. 

Congressman: How do you spend that 
twenty eighty? 

Marine: Ten dollars for cleaning gear, 
five dollars for cigarettes, five dollars for 
miscellaneous supplies, and eighty cents 
for pleasure. 

Congressman: 
for pleasure; 
good time? 

Marine: Yeh. 

Congressman: Well, you ought to save 
money, young man. Thrift is the first 
milestone towards success. Let that be 
a lesson to you! Umph! 

« * * 


Eighty cents a month 
Umph. Do you have a 


Harry Hess, our bright young circula- 
tion manager, saw a ghost coming 
towards him the other night, and kicked 
him for a ghoul! Don’t throw that type- 
writer, Hop! 


I have often wondered why fencing 
was not included in the various sports 
indulged in by the Marine Corps. Fenc- 
ing is certainly one of the most honor- 
able and ancient of sports. It requires 
considerable skill, andwgieverness to be 
able to prope 7 


be a better 
j ‘ practice than a 
foils. Fencing 
reasonable than 
equipment for 6 games played by 
Marines. There are irinumerable reasons 
why we should take it up, so let’s go! 
What post will be the first to put out a 


fencing team? 


Looking through the dictionary the 
other day, I saw the word, “Goldbrick: a 
bar of characteristic yellow metal.” I 
never knew that a goldbrick was a bar 
of yellow metal before. Although I 
couldn’t find “dogrobber” in the diction- 
ary, I presume that that must be one 
who delights in stealing dogs. Oh, well, 
Hop, we live and learn! 


Yard 


This is a tale concerning a certain 
post barber. Once upon a time, this cer- 
tain barber used to get a big kick out of 
having a certain Marine in his chair, and 
proffering upon him shaves, hair cuts, 
massages, tonics, lotions, and several 
other expensive things, after which, on 
pay day, the barber would tender this 
timid Marine a nice juicy jaw-bone bill. 
One day (I don’t recall whether it was a 
good day or not), this Leatherneck got 
paid off. Upon receipt of his discharge 
papers, he accepted a job as a traffic cop. 
Many months elapsed—as the story goes. 
One Sunday afternoon, the barber was 


driving through town making about 
twenty-five miles an hour. He was 
stopped by a motorcycle cop, and 


bawled out plenty for his reckless driv- 
ing, his unnecessary speed, his deport- 
ment, and what not. Not satisfied with 
this, the cop was going to hand the bar- 
ber a summons to the local traffic court. 
However, upon much pleading on the 
barber’s part, the cop desisted. Yes, it 
was that same Gyrene who the barber 
used to take advantage of every time 
he got him into his chair. Which only 
goes to show, Hop, “People in Glass 
houses should at least wear their sciv- 
vies!” 
~ 


Then there is the story about a certain 
sea-going Leatherneck who recently 
visited “The Gypsy Tavern” in New 
York. This particular Marine loved to 
tell folks about his unusual adventures, 
which incidentally, he never experienced. 
While he was at the “Tavern,” a very 
famous columnist of a New York paper, 
came in. The proprietress immediately 
came over to the columnist and at- 
tempted to make him feel at home. After 
a few casual remarks about the weather, 
the columnist asked her if she knew 
where he could obtain an unusual story 
for his paper. He was fed up on the trite 
things he was forced to fill his column 
with. She recommended him to the Ma- 
rine. They became acquainted, and the 
Marine spent an entire evening telling 
the columnist about his experiences in 
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Nicaragua, and in other countries where 
revolutions are as popular as Christmas. 
When the time came for the columnist 
to take his departure, he slipped the Ma. 
rine a ten dollar bill, and thanked him, 
telling him that at last he had obtaing 
something real, and at first hand. The 
Sea Lawyer told him not to mention it 
I got a big laugh out of it, because jt 
happened that the closest that this Gy. 
rene had ever been to Nicaragua was 
Hampton Roads, Virginia! Never let 4 
Boot snow you under, Hop. 
* * * 


In the Second Brigade News, I see as 
item to the effect that some sergeant jp 
the Fifth Regiment Quartermaster’; 
Office has a pair of ice skates on his 
desk. Ice skates in Nicaragua are about 
as useful as sympathy slips to a chap- 


lain. 
* * 


On May 1, 1867, the Marine Detach. 
ments of the U. S. S. “Wyoming” and 
the U. S. S. “Shenandoah,” escorted the 
American Minister ashore at Osaka 
Japan. On May 18, 1846, the Marine 
Detachments of the U. S. S. “Cumber. 
land” and the U. S. S. “Potomac” estab- 
lished a post at Barita, on the Ris 
Grande. On May 25, 1775, eight Marines 
left Hartford, Connecticut, for Albany, 
and Fort Ticonderoga, guarding money 
(First Mail Guard Duty). On May 9, 
1814, Gamble’s Marines were attacked 
by natives on the island of Nukahiva in 
the Marquesas. The foregoing are only 
a few of the many adventures that oc- 
curred to Marines in various parts of 
the world during the month of May. In 
looking over some of the old copies of 
“The Leatherneck,” I find them replete 
with accounts of all sorts of adventures. 
However, as long as there is a Marine 
Corps, things will happen, and the thing: 
that happen nowadays to us, will be just 
as thrilling as those who come into the 
outfit a few hitches from now. 

* * 


Not so long ago, our inimitable—(it is 
his own fault)—Staff Artist, blossomed 
forth in a rather antiquated automobile. 
The thing looked like it was manufac- 
tured in the spring of 1925 A. C. (after 
credit). Outside of the fact that the 
rear end fell out after it was driven the 
first two blocks, nothing is wrong with 
the car at all. To date, the automobile 
had been in dry-dock for overhaul and 
repair, but as soon as the mechanic tr 
covers from a sprained arm which inc- 
dently he acquired while cranking the 
wreck, i. e., car, it will be out on the 
highway again. Yes, sir, Hop, there 
ought to be a law agin’ ‘em! 

* 


It seems that once upon a time one of 
the players of the Marine Corps baseball 
team, Eddie Derr is the name, decided 
that although it was a tough break for 
Uncle, he was going to quit playing ball 
for the Marine Corps and give the old 
U. S. S. “Outside” a break—in spite of 
the fact that there is talk of some folk 
putting locks on G. I. cans. His buddies 
were of the unanimous opinion that E¢ 
die would come back—no, not Eddie Gor- 
man, Hop, Eddie Derr, so one of them 
who we will call Try Odell Gatewood 
composed a little ditty to the tune @ 
“It’s Hot Like That!” So far, Derr ha 


managed to stay out, but here’s the 
song: 
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To Eddie Derr 


When I quit the Marine Corps 

I thought my fun had begun; 

Four months later, I was back for slum. 

Oh, it’s tight! Oh, work is tight! — 

Listen to me, Pals, work is tight like 
that! 

Listen to me, Pals; this ain’t no joke, 

When I tried to get work, there was no 
smoke. 

Oh, it’s tight like that (bee-dull-um-bum) 

It’s tight like that, 

Listen to me, Pals, it’s tight like that! 


I hocked my watch, coat, and shoes, 
Chow comes first, so I got no booze, 
Oh, it’s tight like that! (Boop-boop-a- 


doop) 
It’s tight like that! : ; 
Listen to me, Pals, it’s tight like that! 


Now I went to work in Hamtramack, 
Couldn’t get no work, so gol-darn-it! 
It’s tight like that! (Yickle-do-dup-bo) 
It’s tight like that! 

Listen to me, People, it’s tight like that! 


Believe me, Pals, I was on my toes; 

I was almost ready to go to Hampton 
Roads. 

It’s tight like that! (Scidick-a-boo) 

It’s tight like that! 

Listen to me, Pals, it’s tight like that! 


I sat around thinkin’ up a scheme, 

So I finally come back on the All-Marine 
Team. 

Oh, it’s tight like that! (Keep-a-pee-do) 

It’s tight like that! 

Listen to me, Pals, it’s tight like that! 


Listen here, Cy and Eddie, both, 

When I couldn't get work, I wrote to 
coach, 

Oh, it’s tight like that! 

It’s tight like that! 

Listen 


MARINE CORPS NOT A JAIL 


(The following letter, addressed to the 
editor of the Philadelphia Record, was 
published in that paper on February 11:) 

Sir: Recently the local newspapers 
gave publicity to a story that a con- 
fessed crook, guilty of robbing church 
poor boxes, had been saved from a prison 
sentence by a magistrate at Sharon Hill 
with the understanding that he should 
enlist in the Federal service. The United 
States Marine Corps had been suggested 
as the agency of regeneration by the 
sympathetic magistrate, whose altruism 
focused itself upon the thief and ignored 
the Marine Corps entirely. 

Former Marines reading this bitter 
yarn hastened to inform headquarters in 
Washington and Philadelphia by tele- 
graph, telephone, and letter. As a result 
the recruiting service was notified and 
kept a bright lookout for the applicant. 
He applied for enlistment at my station, 
Federal Building, Ninth and Market 
Streets. 


We examined him, took his finger- 
prints, and then rejected him, as a mat- 
ter of course. The fingerprints will be 
forwarded to the central bureau in Wash- 
ington, D. C., in order that this person 
may never foist himself upon any branch 
of the Federal Government service with- 
out ultimate detection. 

I leave your readers to imagine what 
would have happened had this man en- 
tered the Marine Corps and continued his 
light-fingered avocation. A thief in the 
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naval service is as dread a thing as the 
plague, and all hands join voluntarily in 
its eradication. The formalities of the 
law, if any, come afterward. 

The Army, Navy, Marine Corps, Coast 
Guard all refuse to enlist any applicant 
who has been found guilty of a crime. 
Honesty and courage are the very funda- 
mentals of these services, and in every 
possible manner the real virtues of its 
personnel are encouraged and protected. 

In my opinion, the only place for a 
creature who confesses to robbery of 
money for the poor is in jail at hard 
labor, without any of the silly accessories 
that clutter up so many of our alleged 
penal institutions, such as conversation, 
movies, books, newspapers, lollypops, sob- 
sisters, choral societies, baseball teams, 
and many other luxuries that thousands 
of honest men cannot afford to enjoy. 

LOUIS ESTELL FAGAN, 24, 
Major, U. S. Marines, Recruiting Officer. 


RE-DISKS FROM THE RIFLE AND 
PISTOL MATCHES 


The following posts had teams at 
Quantico competing for the Elliott 
Trophy. The match was held at Quan- 
tico, Va., on June 12, 1930; Haiti, 1111 
(winner); Pensacola, 1080; Quantico, 
1077; MB, Wash., D. C., 1076; 2nd Brig., 
Nicaragua, 1072; Hampton Roads, Va., 
1061; Norfolk, 1042; Philadelphia, 1032; 
Newport, R. I., 1006; New York, 973; 
Annapolis, 962; Portsmouth, N. H., 954. 

A team representing the Marine Bar- 
racks, Navy Yard, Washington, D. C., is 
not listed as they did not complete the 
course called for in the match. The win- 
ning team of Haiti was composed of the 
following men: Sgt. J. R. Tiete, 281; 
Gy.-Sgt. J. C. Miller, 279; Pvt. Dever 
Medlin, 276; Cpl. Burr A. Evans, 275. 

The Wirgman Trophy was won by 
team representing Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba. Guantanamo Bay has won this 
trophy for two consecutive years, 1929- 
1930. The team consisted of the follow- 
ing men: Cpl. Steve Disco, 284; 1st Lt. 
R. O. Vare, 274; Sgt. Chase E. Angus, 


Fifteen 


273; Pvt. M. T. Bauserman, 272. Total 
1103. 


Sergeant H. M. Bailey won the 
Laucheimer Trophy with a score of 1082. 
He received a gold medal. Sergeant 
Bailey is from Parris Island. Corporal 
Carl I. Laine, Parris Island, second, 1061. 
He received a silver medal. Sergeant P. 
W. Lahme, Managua, Nicaragua, third; 
bronze medal. 


Western Division Rifle and Pistol 
Competition 


This match was held at Marine Corps 
Base, San Diego, Calif., April 9-11, 1930. 
Results of rifle competition are as fol- 
lows: 2nd Lt. Ion M. Bethel, 554, gold 
medal; Gy.-Sgt. William G. Mathews, 
548, gold medal; 1st Lt. Harry E. Leland, 
546 (distinguished, not entitled to 
medal); Ist Sgt. Melvin T. Huff, 546, 
silver medal; Pfc. Richard B. McMahill, 
543, silver medal. 

Results of the pistol competition were 
as follows (first five places): 1st Sgt. 
Melvin T. Huff, 518; Gy.-Sgt. Henry 
Morf, 476; 1st Sgt. Harvey R. King, 473; 
Pvt. Lee A. Boland, 467; Pfc. Frank “W” 
Bryner, 464. 


West Indies Division Rifle and Pistol 
Competition 


This match was held at Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Station, Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba, April 17-19, 1930. 

Results of rifle competition (first five 
places): Cpl. Burr A. Evans, 537; Gy.- 
Sgt. Morris Fisher, 535; Ist Lt. Raymond 
T. Presnell, 529; Ist Lt. Robert O. Bare, 
527; Pvt. Dever Medlin, 526. 

Pistol competition: 1st Lt. Raymond 
T. Presnell, 528; Sgt. Ralph B. McKinley, 
492; Gy.-Sgt. Morris Fisher, 484; Pvt. 
Erwin J. Feldbrugge, 482; Cpl. Norman 
R. Clark, 482. 


Southeastern Division Rifle and Pistol 
Competition 


Results of rifle competition: Cpl. Fre- 
lan S. Hamrick, 562; Cpl. Carl I. Laine, 


General Manuel Mario Jiron, Nicaraguan bandit, and group of followers. Jiron was 
captured early in 1929 by First Lieutenant Herman H. Hanneken, U. S. M. C, 


— 
here 
ma 
him, 
ned 
The 
n it. Soe 
it 
Gy- 
was 
e ad 
it in 
ter’s 
his ate 
bout 
hap- 
ach- 
and 
aka, 
rine 
ber- 
Rio 
ines 
any, 
mney 
y Y, 
only 
oc- 
of 
In 
of 
lete 
res, 
rine 
~ 
med 
pile. 
fac- 
the 
the 
— 


Sixteen 


Corporal O'Donnel with machine gun captured from Nicaraguan bandits by the 52nd 


Mounted Company, 11th Regiment, then commanded by Captain Maurice G. Holmes. 


562; Gy.-Sgt. James R. Tucker, 555; Ist 
Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, 547; Sgt. Otto J. 
Gumaelius, 547. 

Pistol: Ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, 509; 
Gy.-Sgt. James R. Tucker, 503; Pfe. 
William A. Hunt, 492; Cpl. John C. Coch- 
rane, 489; Sgt. Otis M. Davis, 480. 


Eastern Division Rifle and Pistol 
Competition 


This match was held at Marine Bar- 
racks, Quantico, Va., June 4-5, 1930. 

Rifle: Gy.-Sgt. Carl J. Cagle, 569; Set. 
Jesse G. Edwards, 563; Sgt. Robert L. 
Jennings, 561; Cpl. James N. Crocker, 
556; Pfc. Everett W. Doherty, 553. 

Pistol: Gy.-Sgt. Oscar E. Mietzell, 490; 
Sgt. Paul W. Lahme, 482; Sgt. Broox E. 
Clements, 474; Sgt. Carl Wilck, 466; Pfc. 
Myron H. Turrell, 466. 

The following officers and men have at- 
tained a score of 325 or better over the 
regular qualification course: Cpl. Clar- 
ence J. Anderson, 338; G t. Thomas 
J. Jones, 337; Gy.- R. Tucker, 


S 
335; Pfc. 333; M.- 
Gun. Charle 2: Pfc. 
Audie Carl J. 
Black, 


hn, 330; 
. Miller, 329; Sgt. Wil- 
rown, 329; Pfc. Richard L. Ste- 
ens, 329; Sgt.-Maj. Henry Cummins, 
328; Sgt. Thomas O. Lowery, 327; Sgt. 
William Carleton, 327; Cpl. Byrle C. 
Williby, 327; Pfc. Johnie W. Brown, 327; 
2nd Lt. David M. Shoup, 326; Gy.-Set. 
Henry P. Crowe. 326; Sgt. Kenneth E. 
Harker, 326; Sgt. August W. Car\son, 
326; Cpl. Clifford L. Ashbrook, 326; Pfc. 
Wilfred J. Fenley, 326; Tptr. Walter V. 
Thurman, 326; Pfc. Charles E. Paulsboe, 
325; Pvt. Charles R. Barrett, 325. 

The following officers and enlisted men 
have attained a percentage of 92 or bet- 
ter over the pistol qualification course: 
Gy.-Sgt. John Blakley, 98; Gy.-Sgt. 


Thomas J. Jones, 97; Sgt. Maj. Arthur J. 
Lang, 95; Gy.-Sgt. Roy O. Savage, 95; 
Ist Sgt. Earle E. Daniel, 94; Gy.-Sgt. 
Joseph E. Buckley, 94; 1st Lt. Floyd W. 
Bennett, 93; Sgt. Frederick Belton, 93; 
Sgt. Charles E. Stuart, 92; Pvt. Richard 
M. Couch, 92. 

The Marine Corps Rifle and Pistol 
team was organized immediately follow- 
ing the Marine Corps Rifle and Pistol 
competitions and left Quantico June 18 
for Wakefield, Mass. The team will be 
in practice at the Rifle Range, Wakefield, 
until the middle of August, when they 
will participate in the United Service of 
New England matches in preparation for 
the National Rifle Association matches 
and the National matches at Camp Perry, 
Ohio, in the latter part of August and 
the first part of September. 


MARINE GUARD, PEARL HARBOR, 
TERRITORY OF HAWAII 


By Hootnanny Joe 


I haven’t noticed anything said of the 
guard out here in the old Pacific Ocean 
for some time, so maybe I will be 
granted permission to say a few words 
for the boys from Oahu. If so, here goes. 

It is now June and I have just listened 
in on the Sharkey-Schmeling fight. 

This is a fine time for the southern 
boys to leave the tropical countries and 
we have a few going back to God’s coun- 
try in the morning. We have just re- 
ceived a nice big draft from the land we 
eall our own, mostly second and third 
cruise men—some from Nicaragua and 
some from China. 

Duty here is of the best and our mess 
is looking for someone to pipe up and say 
theirs has it beat. Our mess sergeant, 
Ferguson, sure knows his meats and 
vegetables. Each morning there is a 
truck to Honolulu which brings back all 
sorts of good chow—raised in the Islands. 

Our quarters are very nice and airy 
and we have the Lanais to use for sleep- 
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ing—and what I mean, we sleep. It 
takes five musics to wake this gang and 
only one with slow, low taps to put us 
to sleep. 

I take pride in boasting of our P, X, 
Most anything can be bought there from 
shoe polish to auto tires. Three pool 
tables attract patrons and they are al- 
ways occupied, indicating that they must 
be good ones. Each evening we listen in 
on the good music from the West Coast 
over a powerful radio set. In fact, as | 
said before, we listened to the big fight 
about an hour ago. If our Post Ex. 
change hadn’t installed that very nice 
machine we would have to wait for the 
papers—and waiting for printed news of 
a big fight in this country gets tiresome, 
Three rousing cheers for the Post Ex- 
change, boys! 

Summing up, I believe we have all the 
comforts of the States—adding the Ha- 
waiian climate, which can’t be beat. 

There are about three hundred and 
fifty Leathernecks stationed here, with 
two outposts. One of these can be seen 
when you dock in Honolulu en route to 
China, Guam, and the Philippines. 

The boys at the barracks were called 
upon a few weeks ago to guard the docks 
downtown when the S. S. “City of Hono- 
lulu” burned. A call came for a detail 
of twenty men and I counted seventy- 
five that fell out and fell in for the 
disaster. All were ready to go to the 
scene of the fire but only a few of them 
were selected, the rest being promised 
a chance to go later on in the night if 
they were needed. 

It is seldom that we get a chance for 
any excitement out on these rocks, but 
some time—on some other cruise—maybe 
we will have a chance for plenty of ac- 
tion—who knows? 

So, standing by for the month’s news 
of the Corps that can be found in the 
“Leatherneck,” I’ll say Aloha. 
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a a number of changes have been 
made since the last time you heard from 
us but nevertheless they were made for 
the best. Lieutenant S. W. King, our 
commanding officer, transferred a few of 
the Marine Corps’ finest over the gang- 
way and in the deal we obtained some of 
the products that they turn out in the 
Ocean College by Prof. Kolasinski and 
his gang. I guess they are ably as- 
sisted there by his honor Sergeant Dan- 
meyer. How are you, Dan, let’s hear 
from you soon. Well, getting back w 
the names of the men we have—Privates 
Gough, Greene, Galbraith, Hodge, Pette- 
grew and I’ll be able to think of the rest 
of the crew by the next issue. Anyway 
they are a fine looking bunch of sea 
soldiers. 

By the time this topic is printed your 
agent for this office will be attached to 
the barracks detachment in New York. 
Lucky everyone can’t get their transfers 
approved of isn’t it, Powell? Muddy 
Waters, by the way, is the young man 
that we had to hold up the ship for 
Havana. Hudson, our wash woman, Was 
going to try for the officers’ training 
school until he saw the article about 
Georoology and a few more of those big 
words so he said he would rather give 
up the idea and stick to black-jack. 

During the first part of the month we 
have been on the rifle range at Essing- 
ton and trying our best to get a hold 
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of that extra five spot which sure comes 
in handy when you have to buy tickets 
to New Brunswick; doesn’t it, Piefel? 
Oh, what a job we have pronouncing 
that name! Two men are pushing up 
daisies for misusing it so far, so we 
have to be careful. Anyway, upon my 
departure from this loving ship he is 
going to undertake the task of giving the 
world the news of the detachment. Lots 
of luck, Pal; and I know you can do it, 
so I'll give you the line. So long! 


TALES TOLD BY OLD TIMERS 
To Capt. G. E. Monson 

Told by William P. Seigler, born 1884, 
enlisted October 4, 1903, discharged Oc- 
tober 3, 1907, with rank of sergeant. 
Now residing at 821 11th Street, Au- 
gusta, Ga., occupation furniture business. 
Chief interest prepping two husky 
youngsters to be the Babe Ruth and Ty 
Cobb of a later day. 


Marine Baseball of 25 Years Ago 

Looking over the many posters de- 
picting athletic activities in the present 
day Marine Corps, brings to my mind 
one of the best service baseball teams 
ever to play the national game as repre- 
sentatives of our Corps. The team I 
am talking about was that assembled 
at Annapolis barracks in 1906, and I am 
going to tell you something about their 
record. I’ve been reading with much in- 
terest the very excellent record of the 
Quantico All-Marine nine for the past 
two or three years, but in my opinion 
our 1906 team would trim them were it 
possible to bridge the 25 years between 
our playing days and the present season. 

“Our team played 38 games during 
the season of 1906, winning 35 and los- 
ing but 3. In addition to a series with 
the Naval Academy, we played the best 
service and civilian teams in our vicinity. 
We broke even with the Naval Academy 
and to the best of my recollection both 
games were close contests. The scores, 
as I remember them, were 4-3 and 3-2. 
We cleaned up the Army teams and on 
various ships’ teams. In addition to the 
game we dropped to the Middies, our 
other defeats were at the hands of ci- 
vilian teams. 

“In those days Headquarters did not 
have its present policy of assembling the 
best players for an “all-Marine” team, 
The only way a good club could be gotten 
together was for a few players to get busy 
and recruit other good players by get- 
ting them to ship over for the post or 
try and work a transfer themselves. 
The enlisted men of our 1906 team came 
to us in that way, but we were especially 
fortunate in having a bunch of student 
officers attached to the barracks who 
were excellent players. A glance at the 
picture of our team will show some of 
the officers who were then new lieuten- 
ants but now have climbed the promo- 
tion ladder. 

“Among our star players I guess the 
work of Buckley, our first string pitcher, 
stood out. Whenever he went into the 

x we were a cinch to win provided 
we could get him one or two runs. He 
sure was a fine flinger and when he 
started a game no relief pitcher was 
needed. Gregory, our other hurler, also 
was a good man but not up to the class 
of “Buck.” Lieutenant Smith and Pri- 
vate Sullivan were the heavy sluggers 
of the team, but in those days a home 
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run was a real event and heavy slugging 
secondary to smart baseball. Bunting, 
working the pitcher for a walk, and 
“pulling” hits around the infield, were 
considered of more importance than tak- 
ing a toe-hold and attempting to knock 
the cover off the ball. Of course the 
ball was not so lively in those days and 
it took a real swat to lift it over the 
heads of the outfielders. 

“Captain Reisinger, now a Colonel I 
think, was our coach and manager, and 
he certainly made us step around. Our 
successful season was due in no small 
measure to his ability as a coach. 

“Colonel Franklin J. Moses was com- 
manding Officer at the start of the sea- 
son and was later relieved by Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Doyen. For awhile Major 
Ben Fuller was in command. They all 
gave us their support and help, which 
means a lot to a service team. 

“While talking about baseball in the 
old days, I want to mention a game 
which made history in the South. In 
1905 we had a team at Parris Island 
made up of Marines and soldiers. We 
had to use the soldiers because the post 
was so small we couldn’t get enough 
Marines with experience to fill our uni- 
forms. This team went up to Brunson, 
S. C., to play a strong civilian nine rep- 
resenting that town and we played a reg- 
ulation nine-inning game in the record 
time of 55 minutes. The score was 
1-0, and we won the game on a long 
single from the bat of Lieutenant 
Charles H. Lyman, who was our first 
baseman, coach and manager. 

Lieutenant Lyman was a first class 
player, an exceptionally good first base- 
man, and a heavy hitter. He also was 
something of a scrapper and was willing 
to lay aside his rank and mix it with 
anyone. He was a scrappy player on 
the field, and one little incident I recall 
is illustrative of his character. We were 
warming up in practice and one of our 


Seventeen 


fly-chasers caught a pop-up just in back 
of first base and lobbed it into the dirt 
throwing to Lyman. The lieutenant 
asked him if that was as hard as he 
could throw, so a few minutes later when 
another pop-up went to the same man 
just in back of first, he cut loose with 
all his stregnth on a quick throw to first. 
Lyman never did see the ball and it hit 
him in the stomach and knocked the 
wind out of him. When he got his 
breath back and was on his feet again, 
we all expected to see fire-works, but 
he just grinned and without a word went 
back to his position. That’s what I call 
a real sport. 

“I’m still interested in baseball and 
follow the box-scores very closely. I 
have a couple of youngsters aged 4 and 
7 and it won’t be my fault if they don’t 
make big leaguers when they grow up. 
They both love the game as well as I 
do and even the little fellow can take a 
cut with his small bat. I never was 
much of a hitter myself but I now real- 
ize my faults and it will be a different 
story with my kids. 

“Here in Augusta I see a great many 
Marines but most of them are recruits 
and they don’t talk my language. Base- 
ball is my hobby and I hope that the 
Corps will soon have some ex-Marines 
playing under the big tent.” 


FROM THE RECRUITING OFFICE 
By Sergeant Conrad Krieger 

The two dreadnaughts, the “Nevada” 
and the “New Mexico,” are majestically 
basking in the calm waters of Com- 
mencement Bay, Tacoma. Nearly every- 
where in the heart of the city sailors and 
Marines are taking in the sights and en- 
joying the Fourth of July entertainment 
Tacoma has extended them. The Ma- 
rines are looking exceptionally proud and 
snappy. And have maintained superi- 
ority in winning favors of the fair sex. 


Marine Baseball Team of Annapolis, Md., 1906. From left to right, top row: Sergeant 
Mann, Lieutenant Smith, Lieutenant Coyle, Lieutenant Torrey, Lieutenant Davis, 
Lieutenant Berkeley. Second row: Private Shaw, Private Berlick, Private Sullivan, 


Trumpeter White (mascot), Private Sullivan, Cornvoral McCluin, Corporal Seigler. 
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Street scene in Corinto, Nicaragua, in front of Major Jordan’s house where the 
Marine Battalion under Major Alphonse DeCarre rendered honors to President-Elect 
Hoover. 


In fact, their popularity caused an under- 
current of jealousy on part of the young 
civilians who, despite their enviable com- 
plexities, were willing to admit that the 
Marines played the social contest 
squarely, their conduct being most com- 
mendable. In dance halls and other 
amusement places former Marines 
proudly shared the honors of their visit- 
ing buddies by entertaining them and 
helping to make their stay in Tacoma a 
pleasant one. 

The parade started at ten o’clock. Be- 
lieve me, the “Leathernecks” strutted 
their stuff. As they approached the in- 
tersection at Broadway and Eleventh 
Avenue, this is what was overheard from 
spectators: “Yep; here they come, the 
Marines! . . . Gee, ma, lookit the brass 
buttons! .. . they’re the best marksman 
the U. S. has got. .. . No fooling; they 
look just like Harold told us in his let- 
ter. ... I’ve a nephew in the Marines, 
and say—golly, what a line! . . . They’re 
a fine bunch of boys. Of course, a trifle 
rough now and then, but heck. They’re 
a legion of real fighters. I know; had a 
son in the Sixth, at Belleau Woods... .” 
Just as the Marines crossed the inter- 
section a ferocious bulldog emerged from 
somewhere amongst the crowded spec- 
tators and fell in behind one of the sec- 
tions. 

“Pug, come back here!” demanded his 
mistress. But Pug was heedless, with 
him the es prit de corps was the stronger. 
Perhaps it was the first time he had ever 
disobeyed his mistress. Anyway, Pug 
looked much at home as he casually 
trotted along with the column of Ma- 
rines. No doubt this was the first time 
in his life he had had the opportunity to 
join his own. 


In the vernacular, reference in respect 
to Marines is made in many ways. But 
there is one, namely, “polished rough- 
necks,” which apparently is gaining con- 
siderable popularity. The title is mostly 
prevalent in barber shops and poolhalls 
in rural districts where young would-be 


adventurers harbor a sort of “mid-vic- 
torian” ideal, ostensibly thinking a Ma- 
rine as one who will pull off his blouse 
at the slightest provocation to fight, or 
to cover a muddy spot in order to pre- 
vent his lady’s slipper from becoming 
soiled. In some instances the title seems 
appropriate because in analyzing the 
words “polished roughnecks,” the too 
elaborate significance of the one word 
sharply tones down the other which 
standing alone would be as uncomple- 
mentary as it is preposterous. Of 
course, on tongues of Marines the refer- 
ence will never reach authentic use. The 
words aptly befit what goes on in the 
minds of many men desiring to enlist 
and no doubt the expression was born 
from that source because from the view- 
point of most aspiring applicants, they 
regard a Marine in his official environ- 
ment as a person void of diplomacy, 
often conveying his prestige in a two- 
fisted manner. While on the other hand, 
observing him in a home, socially, they 
immediately acclaim him as one who can 
bow as smartly from the waist as he can 
punch from the shoulder. No recruiter, 
of course, would ever use such a refer- 
ence in his work. However, the words 
“polished” and “roughnecks,” applied as 
in the case of the “outside” observer, 
conveys a profound reputable significance 
which Marines cannot afford to dis- 
regard. 
* * 

Recently a Marine private walked up 
to a teller in the Tacoma National Bank 
for the purpose of cashing a personal 
check. The teller requested certain 
identification which the private was un- 
able to produce. However, instead of 
walking out as most persons would have 
done, he approached the assistant cashier 
and handed him the check, saying as he 
rubbed his hands over the front of his 
blouse, “that fellow over there wants 
identification. Well, who in ever 
carried more identification than this.” 
The gray-haired official smiled wryly. 

“Of course,” the private continued, 
“I don’t pay yearly dues to belong to my 
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‘lodge,’ nevertheless, I’m in darn good 
standing and we’re a big, fine outfit.” 
The cashier oked the check, afterwards 
telling this writer that most generally 
he trusted any man who believed in his 
employer or institution for which he 
worked. After all, then, it isn’t always 
what a man feels himself to be that 
counts so much, but the impression he 
sometimes makes in regards to the or- 
ganization he represents. I wonder if 
many Marines ever regard the Corps as 
a large fraternity order. Those who 
don’t, are missing the true significance 
of what it means to be a professional 
soldier. 


WITH THE SAN DIEGO MARINES 
By Cpl. Cliff House 

The San Diego Marine Corps Base 
Bulletin got under way on Saturday, 28 
June. The first issue proved to be a 
classy, readable sheet and it is antici- 
pated that the Bulletin will do much to 
promote spirit and morale. The Bulletin 
will be devoted to the interests of the 
Marine Corps in general and the San 
Diego Marine Corps Base in particular, 
and is being conducted by First Lieuten- 
ant William J. Stamper, editor, with 
Cerporal Walter B. Yeager and Private 
Edgar M. Hughes as assistants. 

On Sunday, 29 June, a drill team 
picked from the Sixth Battery 75’s under 
the supervision of Captain Leslie G. 
Wayt, U. S. M. C., put on a twenty- 
minute exhibition drill at the San Diego 
Horse Show which was held at the Navy 
Field, this city. Needless to say that the 
boys went over great and got a big 
hand. The people of San Diego always 
seem to be interested and appreciative 
in anything concerning Marines. They 
know from experience that what the 
Leathernecks do will be done snappy and 
well, and Captain Wayt and his men 
came up to their expectations. 

A Round Robin singles tennis tourna- 
ment will be held here at the base be- 
ginning July first and will be followed 
immediately by a doubles tournament. 
Prizes will be awarded the winners in 
both events and the base tennis team will 
be selected from the contestants. Those 
of us who used to watch the games on 
the courts in Campo de Marte, Managua, 
will be interested to know that Corporal 
“Jimmy” Dean will compete. 

It is planned to install a radio with 
amplifiers in the base Auditorium for the 
purpose of furnishing music on picture 
nights and broadcasting special events. 

More than two hundred enlisted men 
are scheduled to leave the base for the 
Far East on the “Chaumont,” probably 
leaving Mare Island on 18 July. Among 
them is that paragon of police sergeants, 
Gunnery Sergeant Leonard H. (Stone- 
wall) Jackson, who did so much to make 
Campo de Marte at Managua com- 
fortable. 

Bennie Atkinson, our base sergeant 
major, departed on a three months fur- 
lough July first and has been succeeded 
by First Sergeant Jere Black, who joined 
from the Receiving Ship detachment on 
1 June. Jere (pronounced “Jerry”) is 
proving himself to be an excellent ser- 
geant major and doesn’t seem to have & 
growl in his system. He looks like a 


large edition of Jack Dempsey. 
Sergeant Delamar B. (Khaki) Smith 
has been transferred from the Marine 
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detachment of the “West Virginia” to the 
base and is in the Naval Hospital here 
at San Diego at the present time. 
“Khaki” is one of the best known en- 
listed men in the Marine Corps and his 
thousands of friends will be glad to know 
that he expects to be back to duty within 
the next month. 

Gunnery Sergeant McKinley H. Peters, 
N. C. O. in charge of the Marine detach- 
ment at the Navy Fuel Depot, La Playa, 
has been commended by the commandant 
of the Eleventh Naval District for the 
very smart appearance of his detachment 
at the commandant’s recent inspection. 
The officer in charge of the Fuel Depot 
and the commanding general of the Ma- 
rine Corps Base have also commended 
Gunnery Sergeant Peters and his de- 
tachment. 

Instead of being disheartened by their 
7 to 5 defeat at the hands of the En- 
cinitas team on Sunday, 22 June, the Ma- 
rine baseball team is out to win the two 
remaining games and tie for or win the 
San Diego Inter-County League pennant. 
Winning of both the two remaining 
games will cause a tie for first place and 
in all probability a play-off by the tieing 
teams. Due to the conditioning of Navy 
Field here at San Diego for football the 
Marines are without a home diamond and 
will play both the remaining games away 
from the base. 

An Infantry Weapons School has been 
established here at the base with Major 
Keller E. Rockey in charge. Captain 
Herbert Rose and First Lieutenant 
Lawrence R. Kline are assisting the ma- 
jor, and Gunnery Sergeants Derby S. 
Wilson and Carl Hicks and Sergeant 
Harry H. Gayer have been detailed as 
instructors. The course will consist of 
one month’s training. All enlisted men 
at the base, other than recruits under- 
going their regular recruit training, are 
now engaged in a scheme of training 
which includes in its final accomplish- 
ment the course in infantry weapons. 


U. S. S. “DENVER” 
By W. T. Door 

The Marine detachment aboard the 
“Denver” was assembled as an almost 
entirely new organization during the 
ship’s stay in the Boston Navy Yard. A 
short time before, Lieutenant DeWitt 
had returned from shore duty in Nica- 
ragua with the personnel that was left 
from Captain Edson’s guard. From the 
tropics he proceeded to the States to re- 
place men and equipment. In Boston the 
detachment suffered the loss of Lieuten- 
ant DeWitt through resignation, and the 
first sergeant by transfer, and all the 
Nicaragua veterans except Corporals 
Evans and Mooney, who participated in 
all phases of the Coco River patrol ac- 
tivities. First Sergeant Nobel was re- 
lieved by First Sergeant Palwick from a 
station in the States and Lieutenant De- 
Witt was relieved by Lieutenant Kenyon 
from Parris Island, where he was termi- 
nating a nine months’ stay in the States 
after two years in Nicaragua. The lieu- 
tenant is familiar with many names and 
faces of the men who served in western 
Nicaragua during the period 1927 to 
1929. His first Nicaraguan command was 
El Viejo. He was with Captain Richards 
when the latter killed the bandit leader 
Cabullo. He commanded the 50th Com- 
pany upon the detachment of Captain 
Richards to staff of General Feland and 
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shortly thereafter commanded the de- 
tachment at Somotillo until the organiza- 
tion of the Special Combat Expedition 
against El Chipote, in which he com- 
manded the 20th Company, which was 
the first to enter and occupy the bandits’ 
former stronghold. From then until his 
detachment he successively commanded 
the detachment at Jalapa, several special 
patrols, and, during the period of elec- 
tions in 1928, the 16th Company sta- 
tioned at Corinto Finca. The men who 
have filled the quota of the “Denver’s” 
guard are all specially chosen after fin- 
ishing the sea school at Norfolk. 

From the Navy Yard more than half 
the organization made its first sea-duty 
trip. Ashore at Guantanamo for one 
month, the detachment broke out all its 
field gear and fired the range. The firing 
was successful. One hundred per cent of 
the detachment qualified with the rifle 
and more than thirty per cent as experts. 
Whoever might question the score can 
meditate on the fact that the first ser- 
geant and the lieutenant did not make 
expert and the butt scores were tallied 
by the sailors. The increase in pay for 
the outfit by shooting small arms and 
ship’s guns amounts to about fifteen 
hundred a year. The ship’s service store 
paid the Marines fifty dollars for going 
over the top with the rifle. 

After Cuba, we proceeded to Colon via 
the east coast of Nicaragua, which coast 
we saw from port holes or above decks. 
Colon was K. O. Many are lucky to be 
still out of the brig after suffering the 
temptations of that alluring crossroads. 
Balboa was even more of it, but by that 
time many had become used to the stress 
of liberty in a big town and got back on 
the course. We left Balboa suddenly and 
relieved the “Galveston” in Corinto. The 
landing force resumed practice ashore 
and fired the one-pounder, the 37mm, 
trench mortars and hand grenades. 

The smoker at Corinto was “Bueno.” 
It was too much for a few, but once 
again all hands escaped the clutch of law 
and order and were returned to a state 
of limited grace because of the holiday 
spirit after many days aboard. We re- 
turned to Balboa, where we laid for a 
few days before proceeding to Colon for 
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coal. While we were coaling the call 
came to succor Puerta Cabezas. We ar- 
rived all prepared to fight but it turned 
out to be a dull party. We drilled and 
fired rifle grenades and worked on our 
heavies, but the natives just wouldn’t 
fight. 

In this short time out of Boston we 
have five new corporals and as many 
first-class privates. Few organizations 
afloat were ever more completely 
equipped or better rounded out with 
specialists. We have cooks, messmen, 
signalmen, moviemen, barber, laundry- 
man, postmaster, and small arms spe- 
cialists, and, last and best of all, the 
barnyard impersonator, Flock, whose 
goose and turkey calls can arouse every 
embattled farmer on the ship. He is 
now a permanent part of the ship’s or- 
chestra and an entertainer of no mean 
reputation. We have scuttlebutt rumors 
to the effect that we go out of commis- 
sion in November. The old “Denver” 
may be too old to fight, but many of us 
will be sorry to break away. 

Since leaving the Zone we have lost 
Corporal Ubantz and Private Troy Will- 
iams via the hospital route, and Private 
Howard, who was AWO loose in Boston. 
Casey, Dembroski, Jennings, Lutman, 
and McGarty have been made corporals. 
Crafton, King, Pierce, Ritter, and Simon 
have been decorated with the Pfc.; not 
to mention a few other names we have 
decorated with B&W. 


STATION MARYLAND 
By M. Opels 

Well, folks, here we are in Seattle 
again. All the boys wish we could stay 
until the old mud hook rusts right off. 
Especially Ole Olson. He made out an 
allotment the last time we were here, 
and it was for the weaker sex. But I 
don’t think she is one of the weaker sex 
or she couldn’t have talked Ole out cf 
an allotment. 

Ole’s reply was: “I know she loves me 
because she said she did.” Ask Red 
Harris, Ole, he knows. 

We lost some of the boys in Pedro, 
and we wish them the best of luck, espe- 


A group of Chinese Cadets and U. S. Marines assemble for the camera during a joint 
sightseeing tour around Old Cathay. 
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cially Pat Murphy and Charles Boutte. 
Ever since Pat left we haven’t had any- 
one to argue with. You probably heard 
about the “Battle of Bramadero,” where 
Pat first came into limelight and won his 
fame and fortune. 

Red Roberts has been running around 
in circles and Van asked him why he 
acted so crazy. He said he was trying to 
find someone who knew how long a piece 
of string is. 

Roy Wagglund and Benjamin Peterson 
have been giving the girls a merry chase; 
but so far the girls have been able to 
keep a mile lead on them and are still 
going strong. Keep it up, boys, short 
wind never won fair lady. 

Oh, yes, we mustn’t forget our rebel 
mess cook, Flack. He received a picture 
of his lady love and now has a look in 
his eyes like a dying calf. He sat up in 
his bunk all last night, mooning around 
and keeping everyone awake. When we 
tell him to go to sleep he just replies: 
“T cain’t hep it if I cain’t sleep.” 

We know there’s a reason for every- 
thing but we wonder why Dewey whitens 
his cap three times a day. 

There is just one thing that we are 
trying to find out and that is why Jerry, 
our police sergeant, has such convincing 
ways. 

Red Defoe stays aboard a lot these 
days and when we ask him why he 
doesn’t go ashore he says, “I’m too much 
losers.” 

Sid Miller is still in a daze from the 
hectic forty-eight he spent in Norfolk, 
Va. He also is too much losers. 

We received a draft of new men aboard 
in June. All the men have seen service 
in Nicaragua, and we are looking for- 
ward to making this detachment the 
snappiest guard in the fleet. 

Well, you will hear from us again next 
month. 

Station M-A-R-Y signing off. 


THE OLDEST LIVING MARINE? 


Father Time sounded an echo in Lock 
Haven, Pa., not long ago. The echo was 
merely a newspaper clipping which told 
of the departure of a detachment of Ma- 
rines which left for Haiti several months 
ago under the command of Major Louis 
E. Fagan, but it brought memories to 
an ex-Marine who is now eighty-five 
years old. 

Stirred by the picture of his former 
buddies starting out on a expedition, and 
doubtless recalling his comrades of more 
than a half-century ago, the octogenarian 
who has now found safe moorings on the 
very spot where he was born, wrote to 
Major Fagan and recounted incidents 
which occurred before most of the pres- 
ent-day sea soldiers were born. 

The writer did his bit in the Corps be- 
fore airplanes and radio, “tin” hats and 
gas masks were a part of a sea soldier’s 
equipment. He signed his name on the 
dotted line when Grant was President, 
and when the Civil War was still the 
chief topic of conversation. 

The old-timer remembers when such 
delicacies as sliced tomatoes were un- 
known, when black bread and bully beef 
were the chief articles of a Marine’s diet, 
when most of the bathing was done from 
a bucket, and when beds of straw were 
frequently a luxury. 

Not long after his enlistment, the 
former Marine was transferred to the 
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U. S. S. “Monongahela” which sailed for 
Rio de Janeiro, and then later in 1874 
made another voyage to Kerguillan’s 
Land in the South Indian Ocean. The 
ship was then commanded by Captain 
James S. Thornton. What strange 
scenes struck the delighted eyes of the 
Lock Haven youngster! 

His travels were not over, however, 
for he served on the (then) U. S. S. 
“Michigan” in the Great Lakes. Here 
for fifteen years the ex-sergeant sailed 
the vast inland lakes. Here for more 
than a decade he saw the blue waters of 
Lake Erie show white smiles under a 
golden sun, or with the years’ changes, 
the smooth and glistening ice that 
stretched as far as the eye could see. 

His reminiscenses bring a _ chuckle. 


= J 


The Oldest Living Marine—Ex-Sergeant 
Joseph Moore Hunt. 


Here is part of his letter to Major 
Fagan: 
“My Dear Major: 

“Seeing your portrait in this morn- 
ing’s Philadelphia Inquirer prompts me 
to indite the following. You may be the 
son of Captain Louis N. Fagan, whom I 
knew so well. 

“When I was discharged at one time 
at League Island, Pa., he said to me, 
‘Now when you are walking along the 
street, and see anything you would like 
to have, don’t buy it.’ I certainly 
coincided with him. 

“At another time, at Portsmouth, N. 
H., I was confining prisoners, when they 
got obstreperous. I went to Captain 
Fagan, Officer of the Day, for assistance. 
He sat with his legs on the table, and 
told me to go and confine them. Being 
a soldier, I obeyed orders. Tell me about 
him, if he be your father... .” 

Under a General Navy Order, covering 
his case, the ex-Marine was discharged 
at League Island on the 11th day of 
December, 1894. He is now residing at 
“The Moorings” in Lock Haven, on the 
same lot where he was born in 1845. Is 
he the oldest living Marine? 
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OUR CHAPLAIN WRITES 
By “Doc” Clifford 

The news that Major General Wendell 
C. Neville has passed on came as a shock 
last evening, for he was not only Major 
General Commandant but a real friend. 
I met him first early in 1918 in the Ver- 
dun Sector when someone had stated that 
one of the “Y” men was wearing the U. 
S. Marine emblem and uniform and say- 
ing that the General had authorized the 
same. Further that a certain high rank- 
ing officer had reported the same man 
for refusing to shut down his canteen 
close to the enemy lines when he had 
been instructed by this officer to do so. 
I was sent for by the Colonel (Neville) 
in command of the Fifth and requested 
by him to explain matters. Arrived at 
the Fifth Headquarters P. C., I was at 
once taken to Colonel Neville where I 
told him fully the incident of the uni- 
form and the instructions received from 
Colonel Doyle concerning same. His 
reply was characteristic of the real man. 

“Wear any part of the uniform you 
wish while you give service such as I 
hear you are giving the men of the 3rd 
Battalion. You, also, have my permis- 
sion.” 

Then came the second charge and I 
explained that this certain officer whom 
I did not know had come to my hut and 
given orders to close down as the place 
was too close to the enemy lines. | 
asked him if he had charge of the Third 
Battalion and on his reply that he had 
nothing to do with it, I replied that I 
therefore could not close, as the men 
were in need of the supplies I was giving 
out. With a smile the Colonel told me 
to go ahead, and further that if anybody 
else interfered to say that Colonel 
Neville was responsible. 

From that time on I have rejoiced in 
the personal friendship of one whom I 
think of as a real and sincere man and a 
leader who appreciated the men who 
served with him. His last letter said: 

“I am getting along very well. Each 
morning and afternoon I am outdoors, 
and now that we are having such fine 
weather I take a drive in the car when- 
ever I care to go out. 

“Thanking you for your remembering 
me, and with very best wishes for you 
always, I am, Most sincerely yours, 

W. C. NEVILLE.” 


“CHESTER CHAT” 
By Ripp and Roaring 

Make room folks, here comes a brand 
new ship and a hardy Marine Guard. 
The U. S. S. “Chester” was commis- 
sioned on June 24th, at the Navy Yard, 
Philadelphia, Pa. It was an impressive 
ceremony and one in which a Marine 
participates but once in a lifetime and 
an event which he may be justly proud 
to narrate in the later years to come. 
Our distinguished guests present in- 
cluded the Mayor of Chester, Pa., the 
city for which the “Chester” is named; 
Rear Admiral Latimer, commandant of 
the Fourth Naval District, and numerous 
Naval and Marine Corps officers, their 
families, and friends. The ship was 
turned over to Captain A. P. Fairfield, 
U. S. Navy, and in the captain we have 
a real commanding officer, one for whom 
we will do our best to make the “Ches- 
ter” the best ship afloat. 

The Marine Guard is composed of 
First Lieutenant R. M. Cutts, Jr., com- 
manding, and forty enlisted men. Lieu- 
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tenant Cutts (of rifle fame), is as proud 
of his Marines as we are of having him 
for our commanding officer, and we mean 
to increase the admiration on both sides. 
Just keep an eye on us. “Top” D. E. 
Williams, lately of the 4th Regimert, 
Shanghai, China, has been very busy 
getting the detachment’s affairs in ship- 
shape. What with payrolls, muster roils, 
new files, Marine stores, etc., it is no 
wonder. LIBERTY is something that 
keeps “Top” on his toes wondering who 
should and who should not give the girls 
of Philly a treat. You know, having 
such a good-looking bunch of Marines is 
quite a source of worry. Something 
ought to be done about it. Gunnery Ser- 
geant Letcher is giving the boys the low- 
down on the 5” guns. Just now the 
gunny is on leave and when he comes 
back we hope that his mind is still on 
the guns. No dope on a sweetie, but— 
you know what a leave can do. Ser- 
geant Joe LoGiudice is our Police Ser- 
geant. “Joe” was on the “New Mexico,” 
hence very salty. When we say police 
sergeant we mean it, he evens talks 
about swabs in his sleep. That ain’t all, 
either; lately it’s been something about a 
“red-head.” 

Corporal J. Kelley, who joined the 
guard at Philly, came up from the Sea 
School training staff. He makes the 
boys step along with snappy drills. Con- 
gratulations to Kelley, we have been 
smoking his cigars. It’s Sergeant Kelley 
now. A tragedy occurred the other day 
when Kelley shaved his upper lip. To 
the many girls who knew him “when,” 
we offer our condolences. Among the 
corporals we have Rieth, Ripp and Tay- 
lor. Rieth who came up from Haiti to 
join the “Chester,” is our detachment 
clerk. Ripp and Taylor came up from 
Parris Island and sweated their way 
through the famous “Ocean College” at 
Portsmouth, Va., just to see what a ship 
looks like. We have with us, Pfc. “Red” 
Levi, of Parris Island basketball fame. 
If his running mate, “Big Boy” Locke, 
were here, the fleet would have to keep 
stepping to win any basketball games 
from this crowd. Pfc. Crusoe has been 
buying quite a bit of Listerine, someone 
must have “told” him. Pfe. Bass, form- 
erly of Quantico, can be found any time 
sparring around in the compartment; he 
must be a box-fighter. 

Private Baird likes to sleep where no 
one can find him. Bangs, he likes to 
take pictures while Beaman keeps the 
crew in awe with those muscles of his. 
Bergner, quiet all the time, must be in 
love, and then we must have the ar-rmy 
—Bidler, in person, which Boyer prac- 
tices the saber salute (?). Our half- 
pint is champion, and at the rate he eats 
will be a full quart before he finishes 
this cruise. Clayton has a weakness in 
the vicinity of Woodside Park, we don’t 
know her address. Cranston, the ex- 
Parris Island M. P., likes big automo- 
biles, while Day, his weakness, is serving 
chow three times a day to forty hungry 
Marines. Fears is so darn quiet that his 
nature and name seem synonymous. 
Hembree would eat the week’s rations in 
one day if they were left unguarded. 
Hoskins wants us to tell “her” that he is 
on duty and can’t get off (?), and then 
we have Howell wondering how he got 
out of Nicaragua in three months. James 
is always looking for something “new.” 
Jennerjohn can sing—terrible, and John- 
son wonders what he ought to do with 
that college education while it’s still 
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fresh. LaNeave kept the mail heavy for 
a while but lately it’s been very slack, 
she lives in Philly, why write? “Tiny” 
Mize is only 6 feet 3 inches, which ought 
to worry P. F. Carnera, yeah, Primo 
Foul Carnera. Moody can’t get started 
somehow, he’s always late, and Morris— 
slumber on, we won’t wake him. Then 
comes Poplin with his southern ditties 
and the back home “she’s.” Rives, our 
gun striker, is enjoying his second cruise 
and hopes the four other cruises to come 
are just as pleasant. Sinnett, another 
quiet boy, likes to receive mail but then 
won’t write himself. Toffalo is our 
laundry man and home boy, while Vitale 
is far from being a home boy, he likes 
parks and (s)parking. Wenning, the 
triple W man, is a blonde, but then he 
doesn’t go on liberty much. Williams, 


The idols of Subtiava will not tell it to 
the Marines. This idol was once wor- 
shiped by the Nicaraguan Indians who 
lived here before the Spaniards came. 
This idol is in the San Sebastian barrio 
of Leon. The Marines are Cpl. Haskin 
and Pfc. Smith. Subtiava is that part 
of Leon that formed an Indian village 
long before the Spaniards built Leon 
centuries ago. 


H. E., is our cook. You’ve got to hand 
it to the “Chester,” she feeds fine. Will- 
iams, J. A., is another of our gun strikers 
and also quite a liberty hound. Wine, 
is our Yale boy, yeah, Yale, Iowa, he 
surely must miss home because he can 
always be found writing or receiving 
to and from Yale; we hope “she’ll” wait 
for him. 

No doubt everyone is familiar with a 
new cruiser by this time, there have been 
several lately. We may say though that 
the “Chester” is a modern home, factory, 
and recreation center all in one. In other 
words, a floating city. We are all anxious 
to get out at sea where we can try her 
speed. Her speed is rated at 32.5 knots 
and from all indications will exceed that 
quite a bit when she is well shaken down. 
The Marines have two of the four 5” 
guns (anti-aircraft) aboard, and our aim 
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is to turn out two crews capable of com- 
petition with the best. 

In about two weeks we expect to leave 
Philly for New York and then shortly 
after, leave on our shake-down cruise to 
the Mediterranean Sea, visiting the coun- 
tries bordering that sea such as Spain, 
Italy, Southern France, etc. When we 
get back there will be plenty of snowing 
parties about that senorita in Spain, the 
belles of Italy, hey, hey, stand from 
under! 

The “Chester” has a spirit which is 
hard to beat and that combined with good 
officers and men will go a long way 
toward making the “Chester” a ship in a 
class by herself. We still have quite a 
bit to do yet before everything is in 
order but soon we will be straightened 
out. 

For a new correspondent we have 
taken up quite a bit of space and it is 
hoped we will be excused. Each month 
we shall strive to have something in 
“The Leatherneck.” You folks up home 
we know will be interested to hear from 
us and then our buddies scattered 
throughout the Marine Corps would like 
to know and hear of their old “bunkies.” 

The old chow horn is about ready to 
sound off and that’s just when we do, too. 
It’s an ancient custom. 

So long. 


MARINE DETACHMENT, U. S. S. 
“SARATOGA,” “BACK HOME” 


By “Happy Jack” 


Again we’re back in the port we choose 
to call home. Watta relief after the long, 
long days at sea. True, we made many 
new friends and visited many places of 
interest during the cruise of nineteen- 
thirty; but as the old saw goes: “There’s 
no place like home.” Long Beach was 
welcomed with joy by the detachment’s 
liberty hounds and perhaps with vague 
misgivings by our new East Coast Ma- 
rines. A good many of the old crowd 
left us during our stay at the Norfolk 
Navy Yard, and seven more bid us a sad 
adieu upon our arrival at Long Beach. 
Our salty sea-wall Johnnies are no more, 
but they are being swiftly replaced by 
bigger and better boots. The first few 
days in port left many a hammock un- 
slung overnight, and as our buddies find 
homes ashore they bid fair to remain 
that way. 

Gunnery season is getting underway at 
last. Who was it that muttered softly 
as he rolled restlessly in his hammock 
“Right a_ hair, left a hair—Mark! 
Mark!”? The Marine guns are holding 
their own in competitive drills, taking 
three places out of the first four. What 
a brawny bunch our loading crews turned 
out to be! ’Tis rumored that one of them 
absent mindedly brought a five-inch shell 
up from the loading machine with him 
and carried it for five hours before 
realizing that he had it in his hand. 


Between loading drill, liberty, extra 
duty and bright-work polishing, our main 
amusements seem to be acey-ducey, 
bridge and Hollywood rummy. A few 
of the ccmpany’s four hundred men seem 
to derive great pleasure out of walking 
slowly about the flight-deck after taps 
and talking to themselves. Turning to 
is another of our little fads. Any morn- 
ing, bright and early, one may walk 
about the Marine compartments and find 
the gallant watch-standers industriously 

(Continued on page 43) 
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THE LEAGUE MARCHES ON 


Despite the languid Summer urge 
which grips most mortals at this time 
of the year, casting a damper over good 
intentions and causing a setback in am- 
bition to do things, the Marine Corps 
League marches steadily on. Member- 
ships in the old detachments are in- 
creasing, memberships at large are flow- 
ing in from all sections of the country 
and new detachments are being formed 
at the rate of about one each month. 
And that is but another proof of the Ma- 
rine spirit that will never down. 

In former years there was little in- 
centive to hold the organization together 
outside of sheer loyalty. Now the mem- 
bers have much to work for in common, 
worthy objects to be attained, things 
to strive for that will make association 
with the League worth while. And fore- 
most among these is the Belleau Wood 
Memorial Fund by means of which we 
vow to immortalize in stone the valorous 
deeds and heroic sacrifices of those mem- 
bers of our beloved corps who gave their 
all that we might carry on with heads 
erect. 

Each detachment will have the honor 
in the near future to do its bit toward 
the accomplishment of this shaft of pride 
and gratitude. Will you be there? 


MARINES SERVING IN HAITI 
INCREASE LEAGUE MEMBERSHIP 
First Sergeant Carl F. A. Germer, of 

the Fifty-Third Machine Gun Company, 

First Brigade, Marine Barracks, Port au 

Prince, Haiti, who has been a faithful 

worker for the League among the en- 

listed men of the Corps for some time, 
has forwarded the dues for nine new 
members to National Headquarters. This 
brings the total League membership in 

Haiti up to forty-six. The new members 

are: 

Privates, First Class, Frank Drasil and 
Fred W. Spalding and Privates Oscar 
M. Barton, John J. Brongel, William W. 
R. Blagden, John W. Imer, Edward J. 
Suffern, Paul J. Schultz and Walter C. 
Zak. 


SWAN MARINES GO NAUTICAL— 
DROP RIFLE MATCH TO LEGION 

The Oscar A. Swan Detachment of 
Buffalo became “gobs for a night” on 
Friday evening, June 20, when the mem- 
bers and their friends ventured on a 
Niagara River cruise under the com- 
mand of Captain Fisher. The gang as- 
sembled at the wharf minus sea-bags and 
hammocks but with a generous capacity 
for eats and such and each with a sturdy 
pair of “sea legs.” Minute details are 
omitted but we are given to understand 
it was a “wow. 

But during a previous engagement the 
“Swan Gunners” admit they were not so 
good, though they have the plausible 
alibi, lack of practice. At any event the 
Buffalo Leathernecks attempted to “shoot 


By Frank X. Lambert 
National Chief of Staff 


PROCLAMATION 


To the effect, that, during the 
period of June 13th from June 6th, 
all detachments of the League are 
advised that from this year on it 
shall be set apart and known to all 
members as Marine Memorial 
Service week. 

Around these dates our largest 
forces engaged during the World 
War at Beleau Wood and adjacent 
territory and suffered severe 
losses. This memorial is not re- 
stricted to those who lost their 
lives at this point, but to all Ma- 
rines who have served and died in 
war or at peace. 

A memorial service with fitting 
speakers, and music should be held, 
at which the Gold Star mothers, 
mothers and relatives of all Ma- 
rines who have passed along to 
“The Halls of Montezuma” should 
be invited as guests of honor. 

It is the wish of all concerned 
that this memorial be held as near 
to the period designated, and that 
it become an annual celebration in 
honor of our dead. It will be well 
to start and perpetuate a list for 
future records of all our men who 
have gone before. 


NATIONAL MEMBERSHIP 
DRIVE 


Several detachments are _ run- 
ning very close for honors in the 
membership drive, the first half 
of which ended May Ist. 

The second half continues until 
ten days before the National Con- 
vention which will be held at St. 
Louis, Mo., on November 6, 7 and 
8. Our National Paymaster will 
leave for the Convention just ten 
days prior to its holding, and any 
memberships not in his possession 
at that time will not be entered in 
competition. In other words a mail- 
ing ten days before will not be 
sufficient, they must be in his pos- 
session at the time designated. If 
your mail will not reach in time 
wire the number in and credit will 
be given, provided the check for 
dues is postmarked ten days in ad- 
vance of the Convention date. 

The month of June is chosen for 
a national drive of intensive char- 
acter. During this month the de- 
tachment turning in the largest 
number of members. will be 
credited with 100 extra points in 
the contest. 

Here is something to work for. 
Who will be the winner? 

W. KARL LATIONS, 
National Commandant. 


it out” with the American Legion aggre- 
gation at Lancaster and finished second 
in a field of two. The high score Legion 
gunner flashed a nifty 183 out of a pos- 
sible 200. The high Marine was Riegel 
with a 178 with Moss right at his heels 
with 176. The boys used .22 calibre 
rifles and we understand the surrounding 
decorations took a lot of punishment. 
However, the “Swan Gunners” promise 
to even matters up with a little more 
practice, and we never knew a bunch of 
Leathernecks who couldn’t do just that. 

Furthermore the detachment is anx- 
iously awaiting the arrival of their con- 
signment of nice new red caps, League 
Overseas Model, 1930. 


LEAGUE OBTAINS COMPENSATION 
FOR MARINE SERGEANT’S WIDOW 

Another instance of the benefit to be 
derived from association with the Marine 
Corps League and further proof that 
your national officers are always on the 
job and willing to assist when a Marine, 
in active service or civilian life, or any 
of his relatives are in distress, was dem- 
onstrated recently in the case of Mrs. 
Lillian G. Maguire of Cohasset, Mass., 
widow of the late Sergeant Edward L. 
Maguire, Class II (a), Fleet Marine 
Corps Reserve. 

Sergeant Maguire completed sixteen 
years of active service in the Marine 
Corps after which he was transferred to 
the Fleet Marine Corps Reserve. After 
a few years in the reserve Sergeant Ma- 
guire died and his widow was given his 
reserve pay to date of death, which was 
all that regulations allowed. Mrs. Ma- 
guire sought through various other chan- 
nels to collect additional remuneration 
without success and finally appealed to 
the Marine Corps League, with the fol- 
lowing result: 

National Commandant Lations ob- 
tained all the data in the case and 
forwarded it to National Paymaster 
Beeg. The paymaster got in touch with 
Marine Corps Headquarters and with the 
characteristic Marine spirit of coopera- 
tion on the part of all concerned, the 
widow recently received an adjusted com- 
pensation check for $1,235.00 on the 
strength of Sergeant Maguire's active 
service during the World War and she is 
being assisted in negotiations for a pen- 
sion through the Commissioner of Pen- 
sions, Department of the Interior, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

Thus another argument is furnished 
for the pessimists and skeptics in our 
membership campaign. 


LIEUTENANT BLAIR JOINS LEAGUE 


Among the recent members-at-large to 
join the League was Second Lieutenant 
Edward A. Blair, U. S. M. C., retired, 
of 15 Elmwood Road, Roland Park, Bal- 
timore, Md. Lieutenant Blair has re- 
ceived his membership card and button 
and will affiliate with Baltimore Detach- 
ment, to be formed in the near future. 


THE LEATHERNECK August, 1930 A 
A = T 

an a : = 
th 
si 
wa 
; } wa 
sio 
sul 
ha 
dec 
hes 

in 
Th 

: sar 
> bee 
ers 
hea 
coil 
got 
7 
and 
hur 
pad 
shi] 
aga 
“bli 
spa 
use 
just 
and 

we 
box 
tho: 
ver’ 
wer 
dan 

in 
Unc 
dech 
the 
the 
aft 
deck 
offic: 
that 
Quit 
mire 
Ste 
Frer 

the 

his 
sailo 
most 
Ur 
F quar 
cers 
room 

the 
conts 
zine, 
most 
boar: 
scarc 
esp 
tropi 
the s 
ship’: 
of 
filled. 
bered 
250 w 


August, 1930 


THE OLD WARRIOR DESCRIBES 
A SIDE-WHEELER BATTLESHIP 


The old flagship “Powhatan,” of which 
it is said took part in several engage- 
ments during the Civil War and gave 
perfect satisfaction, as far as I can as- 
certain, although I did not go in her 
guard until early in 1878; yet I am told 
she did some good work at Fort Fisher. 

She was a side-wheeler and I believe 
the only one of that description on this 
side of the big pond at that time. There 
was another on the European station, I 
was told, doing transport duty. 

I think the “Powhatan” was commis- 
sioned either in 1854 or 1857, I am not 
sure, but the year was on the bell. There 
had been a pivot gun on the forecastle 
deck of 15” calibre but it had proved too 
heavy at the bow, causing the bow to sag 
in a heavy swell and had been removed. 
There was a broadside battery of eight 
9” guns on each side of the spar deck; 
same on the quarterdeck; guns that had 
been used in the Civil War, muzzle load- 
ers and wooden gun carriages with a 
heavy coil of rope, probably 6”, for re- 
coil. You can imagine the exercise we 
got at gun drill; oh, boy! 

The vessel was square-sail with fore 
and aft-sail on mizzen mast; she had a 
hurricane deck placed in between the 
paddle boxes and had a chart room amid- 
ship on the same deck. Lockers were up 
against the boxes in which was stored our 
“black bags” and other articles. The 
spar-deck forward was devoted to the 
use of the crew with the smoking-lamp 
just under the edge of the hurricane deck 
and alongside the scuttle-butt. 

On the port side 
we had quite a few 
boxing matches even in 
those days and some 
very good exhibitions 
were given. Some 
dancing was indulged 
in to the accompani- 
ment of a mouth organ. 
Under the hurricane 
deck and the length of 
the paddle boxes were 
the ships writer’s office; 
aft under the poop- 
deck was the admiral’s 
office and quarters and 
that of the captain. 
Quite often have I ad- 
mired Rear - Admiral 
Stephen Decatur 
Frenchard as he paced 
the poop-deck hitching 
his trousers in true 
sailor style. I can al- 
most see him now. 

Under the admiral’s 
quarters were the offi- 
cers quarters and ward 
room. Underneath was 
the after-orlop deck 
containing the maga- 
zine. This was the 
most detested post on 
board owing to the 
Scarcity of fresh air, 
especially in the 
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of perhaps forty. The ship’s officers, as 
near as I can remember outside the ad- 
miral, were Captain T. Scott Fillebrown, 
Lt. Commander French E. Chadwick, 
Lieutenants Reeder and Beihler, Master 
Midshipman Mulligan, Navigating Offi- 
cer Lt. Dunlap, who took great pleasure 
in seeing two kittens scratch at their 
images on the polished hood of the bin- 
nacle covering the compass; Paymaster’s 
Clerk Morriarity; Jimmy-legs 
Johns and a ship’s corporal; Captain-of- 
the-hold Brown. Other minor officers’ 
names are forgotten. 

The Marine Guard was under com- 
mand of Captain Henry J. Bishop and 
Lt. William Biddle, afterward Major 
General Commandant of the Marine 
Corps. We had two first sergeants, one 
on my first trip and another on my sec- 
ond trip on the same vessel; two duty 
sergeants, the only one in memory was 
named Kelley; four corporals, including 
myself, on the second trip. Taken on the 
whole, it was a good guard. 

On our trip in the West Indies we had 
many chances for enjoyment such as 
scraps ashore, for it must be understood 
that no love was lost between the ship’s 
company and the Marines. More than 
once the boys came aboard from shore 
leave minus a pint or so of the “ruby.” 
One thing that stands out in my memory 
was our entrance to the harbor of San- 
tiago de Cuba. We put in there after 
sundown and, of course, too late to fire 
a salute. There was a Spanish gunboat 
lying off the town and somewhere around 
midnight she put out to sea and it was 
learned later she did so to avoid saluting 
the stars and stripes. Remember this 
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occurred some nineteen years before the 
Spanish-American War and it is easily 
understood that the time was ripening 
for what took place later. 

Whenever we put in at Norfolk, Va., 
we were visited by an old darky we 
called Davey, who was never so proud 
as when he was the possessor of a pair 
of Marine’s trousers. He was on hand 
every mess time, especially breakfast 
and dinner, for the coffee -grounds and 
he got plenty. It was said that while 
the “Powhatan” was in port the colored 
population of Gosport, just across from 
Norfolk, always had a full supply of 
coffee. 

There had been several rumors about 
our leaving port but every morning 
Davey would say, “You is not going to 
leave yet.” One morning as he came 
down the ladder for his supply of coffee 
grounds we noticed he did not have his 
blue trousers on and also had a very 
serious look on his face. When asked 
the cause, he said “I done had a cat 
under a barrel and I knowed dat as long 
as de cat was dere, you all would not go 
away; but dis mornin’ de cat was gone 
an’ I said dat you all was goin’.” Sure 
enough, that afternoon at six bells, the 
Bos’n was told to call all hands to up 
anchor and we left for the West Indies 
at seven bells. 


There was another colored character 
who was known to us at Norfolk by the 
name of Mother Comfort, who did our 
laundry. She certainly was a comfort 
to many by her motherly instinct in giv- 
ing advice on our conduct. I shall al- 
ways remember her with the kindest of 
thoughts. 


CORPS 


Unique and colorful among the numerous floats in the Tercentenary parade at Worcester, Mass., on 


tropics. Forward under June 21, was the Worcester Detachment, Marine Corps League's contribution sketched above, depicting 
the spar deck were the the various changes in uniforms since the organization of the Marine Corps in the Revolutionary War. 
ship’s stores and brig 
of two cells, rarely 
filled. The crew num- 
bered something like 
250 with a Marine Guard 


Left to right: First United States Marine in Revolutionary War, 1776; Marines in Spanish-American 
War and Boxer rebellion in China period from 1898 to 1906; present-day Marine; World War Marine; 
1805 to 1812, War with Tripoli and War of 1812 with England; 1845 to 1865, War with Mexico and Civil 
War Marine. The last two uniforms on right have a black leather inside lining indicative of the sobriquet, 


“leatherneck,” whence it originates. 
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I had forgotten to mention one situa- 
tion and that was, at the extreme bow 
was a sort of bridge raised above the 
fo’castle about six feet. On both sides 
was an iron railing but nothing at the 
ends to prevent one from walking over- 
board. I remember this in particular for 
I trod that bridge every other two hours 
for seven days and nights as a punish- 
ment, though I will say I was not fully 
to blame for the cause. 

This must have been learned later for 
as soon as I had completed my extra tour 
of duty I was given ten days leave of 
absence when we arrived at New York 
and upon reporting for duty after my 
leave, was selected as orderly for the ad- 
miral and captain. 

There is one man of whom I wish to 
make mention in hope he still lives and 
if so, I would be very glad to hear from 
his. His name was Frank Freeman. I 
think he was from New Jersey and our 
mess cook. All this is from my recol- 
lections on the “Powhatan” in 1878-79-80. 
I often live over those good old days and 
can almost see the faces of those men- 
tioned. H. C. EDGERTON, 

The Old Warrior. 


COMMANDANT LATIONS REMINDS 
NATIONAL OFFICERS OF NEW 
WELFARE RESPONSIBILITY 

To all National Officers 
and State Commandants. 
Gentlemen: 

You will be interested to know that the 
vote on the question of campaign man- 
agers and promoters resulted in an al- 
most unanimous decision to discontinue. 
The feeling of the majority was, that it 
was harmful to the future good of the or- 
ganization. I am pleased to report in 
view of this fact that all contracts with 
these men will be terminated as of July 
lst, and from then on we are on our own. 

The success of our future organization 
will then be entirely upon your shoulders; 
and by virtue of your office you will be 
called upon to produce results in your 
State or division. 

Let’s go into a huddle and consider how 
easily this new mail method can be fol- 
lowed. First, you will decide upon the 
city which you think is a good possi- 
bility for a new detachment, and ask that 
any information in Headquarters be fur- 
nished about this city. 

The next will be to write some former 
Marine to establish contact, if there is 
no known Marine, it will have to be done 
through an advertisement in the news- 
paper. The form of the advertisement 
to run about four days, will be furnished 
by these headquarters, also a short write- 
up form to be inserted as publicity at 
the same time. You will always get re- 
plies enough for a lead from this adver- 
tisement. 

You will then pick out the man whom 
you think will be responsible, and who 
shows interest, and name him as tem- 
porary commandant. Then a form letter 
is provided in which you acknowledge the 
replies to your advertisement and a 
pamphlet to enclose. This means only 
the typing of your envelopes and enclos- 
ing the pamphlet and form letter. 

Then you will make the necessary ar- 
rangements with the temporary com- 
mandant as to the time and place of 
meeting. Upon receipt of this informa- 
tion a second letter goes forward to 
prospective members telling them that 
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the detachment is to be formed and stat- 
ing the time and place of meeting. They 
get together, and the results are in- 
variably a new detachment. In the mean- 
time the temporary commandant is pro- 
vided with copies of League bulletins and 
letters to commandants, and is well 
versed in the steps to proceed. It is not 
even necessary that you be present at the 
meeting although if it is at all possible 
it will help greatly. 

Now the entire time that is needed to 
start a detachment in this manner does 
not exceed two to three hours of your 
attention. If every vice commandant 
and State commander should put his 
shoulder to the wheel and attempt to 
establish just one detachment every 
month we would have an average of ten 
to twelve per month or at least 100 new 
ones in a year. 

This method was worked successfully 
in the organization of the Springfield, 
Mass., and Providence, R. I., detachments 
and they have worked out very nicely. 

You have without exception offered to 
support me in this new method, and now 
I call upon you for this help. Let me 
know by early mail which city in your 
locality that you have decided to work 
upon, and the necessary form letters, 
pamphlets, etc., will be sent to you. 

The cost of the advertisement in the 
paper, which should be the leading sheet, 
will be not more than $3.00, and upon re- 
ceipt of this bill, which you may have to 
pay out of your pocket, we will forward 
check immediately. 

We can do a lot of this work before the 
next convention and I hope that you will 
assure me once more that you are ready 
to go ahead and advise the name of the 
city. At least we want enough interest 
and enough trials to allow us to see the 
value of the project before the conven- 
tion. You are not confined to only one 
city per month, but may work as many in 
this manner as you desire. 

Monday night Providence, R. I., has 
their first meeting under this method, 
and we will all be anxiously awaiting re- 
sults. I am to be there personally and 
will be able to judge any faults that may 
be contained, and can take steps to 
correct. 

So get busy on your geography, and 
advise us of your first choice of a city for 
a new detachment. Sincerely yours, 

W. KARL LATIONS, 
National Commandant. 


LEAGUE DETACHMENT ORGANIZED 

BY MARINES OF JERSEY CITY 

Hudson County Detachment of the Ma- 
rine Corps League was organized at 
Manressa Hall, Jersey City, New Jersey, 
on June 19. Captain Kenneth B. Col- 
lings, U. S. M. C. R., presided and cut- 
lined the policies and aims of the League 
to more than fifty Marines who re- 
sponded to the call. 

National dues were collected from 
twenty members to assume the charter 
and fifteen more filed application for 
membership which will be taken up with 
additional prospects at the next meeting. 
The meeting was organized by the Bur- 
well H. Clarke Detachment of Newark 
under the direction of Adjutant Leo 
Brodie. The temporary officers elected 
include several prominent citizens of 
Bergen County. They are: 

Commandant, Capt. Kenneth B. Col- 
lings, U. S. M. C. R., now a commercial 
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pilot, who saw active service as a cap- 
tain of aviation both overseas and in 
Haiti. 

Vice Commandant, Police Captain Will- 
iam V. McLaughlin of the Jersey City 
force. 

Paymaster, George J. Bush, holder of 
the Navy Cross for extraordinary hero- 
ism and a member of the Federal Reserve 
Bank Guard in New York. 

Adjutant, John A. Brennan, prominent 
insurance underwriter. 

Chief of Staff, Homer A. Harkness, 
City Hall reporter for the Jersey Journal. 

Judge Advocate, Alexander Ormsby, 
former State Attorney General. 

Sergeant-at-Arms, Neal Harney, promi- 
nent coal dealer of Jersey City. 

Chaplain, William Coughlin, public ac- 
countant. 

Color Guard, George Gaskin, corpora- 
tion lawyer. 

Captain McLaughlin donated the spac- 
ious gymnasium of the Sixth Precinct 
Police Station for future meetings pend- 
ing negotiations for permanent quarters. 


WORCESTER VIEWS PANORAMA OF 
MARINE CORPS ADVANCEMENT IN 
TERCENTENARY PROCESSION 

The Marine Corps had a creditable rep- 
resentation during the Tercentenary 
Celebration in the city of Worcester, 
Mass., on Saturday, June 21, and the 
husky Leathernecks received a _ great 
ovation all along the line. 

One of the outstanding displays among 
the historic floats in the procession which 
opened the ceremony was one depicting 
the uniform progress of the United 
States Marine Corps from the Revolu- 
tionary period to date. The float was 
escorted by the 308th Company of the 
Marine Corps Reserve and Worcester 
Detachment of the Marine Corps League. 
Lieut. Ivan E. Bigler commanded the re- 
serve company and National Com- 
mandant W. Kar! Lations the League de- 
tachment, with National Vice Com- 
mandant Rudolph A. Trow of the New 
England Division and Detachment Com- 
mandant Edward L. McAuliffe as aides. 

The color plan of the float is the offi- 
cial colors of the Marine Corps, red and 
gold. It was designed by Donald L. 
Dickson of Worcester Detachment, a 
commercial artist who is also affiliated 
with the 301st Company of the Marine 
Corps Reserve in Boston, which he joined 
before the Worcester company was 
formed. During the last year Mr. Dick- 
son has made a hobby of studying the 
history and traditions of the Marine 
Corps and has designed many covers for 
“The Leatherneck,” taking for his sub- 
jects the high lights of the Corps. It 
will be three years more before the cover 
subjects are completed. 

The committee for the Tercentenary 
float included Lieut. John G. Kapowich, 
U. S. M. C. R., Frederick W. Hastedt, 
Merton C. Lowe, Ex.-Q.M. Sergeant, U. 
S. M. C., and Sergeant Lloyd D. Ganzel, 
U. S. M. C., of Worcester Detachment. 
Major Joseph P. Murray, in charge of 
Marine Corps recruiting in the New Eng- 
land Division assisted the committee in 
collecting the equipment and_ with 
numerous other details. 


GUN SWINGER RECEIVES CUP 

Captain Burwell H. Clarke Detach- 
ment of Newark, N. J., recently pre- 
sented a silver loving cup to Matthew 
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McMahon, a member of the detachment, 
proclaimed the champion rifle swinger 
of the U. S. Marine Corps, for faithfully 
participating in Memorial Day and 
Armistice Day services. 

We might add that we have seen Mc- 
Mahon in action on several occasions and 
hereby certify that he tosses them high 
and wide and exceedingly nifty while 
nodding to acquaintances on the side- 
lines, and never misses a stroke. 


PROVIDENCE ELECTS OFFICERS 
AT ORGANIZATION MEETING 

Providence, R. I., Detachment, recently 
organized, held its second meeting on 
June 19 with National Commandant W. 
Karl Lations, National Vice Commandant 
Rudolph A. Trow and Commandant Ed- 
ward L. McAuliffe with fifteen members 
of Worcester Detachment as visiting 
guests. Providence Detachment is 
drawing its membership from the entire 
State of Rhode Island and is advancing 
steadily. The following temporary offi- 
cers were elected to serve until Novem- 
ber 10: 

Harry J. Spooner, 3rd, commandant; 
John F. Kiernan, adjutant; J. C. Scott, 
paymaster; James M. Donahue was 
elected chairman of a get-together din- 
ner to be held at the Hotel Dreyfus in 
Providence, the tentative date for which 
has been set as Saturday, September 20. 


MARINE’S MEMORY HONORED 
BY JAMES WRAY DETACHMENT 

James Wray Detachment of Topeka, 
Kansas, held impressive memorial serv- 
ices at the grave of James Wray, for 
whom the detachment was named, on 
Memorial Day. A large representation 
of the membership turned out as well as 
the immediate family of the deceased. 
The services were conducted by Acting 
Commandant D. C. Morrissey, who said: 

“War had at last been declared, the 
national cry, ‘To Arms!’ swept the coun- 
try like a thunderbolt, and the echo was 
heard in every town or hamlet. Mothers 
would look at their sons to see if the 
echo had been heard, and what the next 
sunset would have in store for them. 
‘Will he go? Will he go?’ 

“Then in the distance came the rumble 
of drums, calling their sons to arms, 
mothers clasping their loved ones to 
them, fear in their hearts. ‘Wait, my 
son, this is only a dream, soon you will 
awaken and find it is so.’ But at dawn 
the drums could still be heard, up the 
valleys and over the hills. 

“Down out of the hills poured the sons. 
Like a tidal wave they sweep the coun- 
try roads to meet other sons who had 
heard. Then they knew it was not a 
dream. War had been declared. Train- 
ing camps sprung up over night; the cry 
could be heard. It was real. Masses of 
men collected, someone was _ talking. 
‘Men, our country is threatened. Some 
devil monster is trying to crush us. You 
have been called to arms to protect your 
country. See that you are true mothers’ 
sons. Stamp out this demon who has 
taken away our peace; go forth!’ 

“These masses of men were made into 
regiments, and regiments to brigades and 
divisions. Tramp, tramp, tramp, the 
never-ceasing sound to make these sons 
fit to endure the coming struggle. 

“tn one of these regiments was a son 
who came from the plains of America, by 
the name of James Wray. He was a 
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sturdy, pioneer son, used to the hard- 
ships of life’s struggle. Toil had no 
terror for him because he was of that 
nature ever prominent in man, strength. 
After the muster and clamor had sub- 
sided to some extent, he, with other sons 
of this famous regiment were sent to 
meet this ‘Devil Monster,’ and this is 
what happened: 

“The Second Division struck the forti- 
fied Blanc Mont the morning of October 
third. It was the final stronghold of the 
German in the Champagne. When the 
Second American Regulars went over on 
the morning of the third, and again in 
local attacks on the fourth, fifth, and 
sixth, the Germans had to withdraw their 
lines as far west as Rheims. They did 
not give up easily. It was ten days of 
living hell, but they did give up their line 
eventually, and the success of the at- 
tack was due to sons like James Wray, 
who went the limit. 

“James Wray was in charge of liaison 
runners on the morning of the fourth. 
Wray, with men from three other com- 
panies, was sent out to locate their com- 
pany. The four men went together, and 
later three came back, one wounded. 
Wray did not return. 

“There is a pride in the homes whose 
sons are mustered in the Silent Army of 
the Dead, a pride that no other person 
ean understand. ‘Greater love hath no 
man than this, that he should lay down 
his life for a friend.’ They did do this, 
they gave their lives for a friend, 
AMERICA.” 


CHAPIN DETACHMENT HOSTS 
TO BUDDIES FROM WORCESTER 


Clarence B. Chapin Detachment of 
Springfield, Mass., organized last winter 
by'National Vice Commandant Rudolph 
A. Trow, of the New England Division 
and Sergeant Harold Epstein, U. S. M. 
C., sponsored an entertainment and 
smoker on June 15 at Melba Temple, 
with Major Joseph P. Murray, U. S. M. 
C., in charge of recruiting for the New 
England Division as guest of honor. 

Twenty members of Worcester Detach- 
ment made the trip in autos as special 
guests of the Springfield Marines headed 
by National Vice Commandant Trow, 
Edward L. McAuliffe, commandant of 
Worcester Detachment; Frederick W. 
Hastedt, adjutant; Spencer R. Rose, pay- 
master, and Harold P. Ryan, acting as 
committee. The entertainment consisted 
of several lively boxing bouts, jazz or- 
chestra, guitar trio, other professional 
entertainers and was followed by a 
buffet supper. 


NEW YORK DETACHMENT NO. 1 
PLANS BUSY FALL CAMPAIGN 

New York Detachment No. 1, having 
d¥spensed with business sessions during 
July and August, will open an intensive 
campaign in September for a large in- 
crease in membership. Commandant 
Thomas F. Kilecommons has designated 
drive teams with competent leaders to 
revive the detachment pep and the Na- 
tional and detachment colors will be dedi- 
cated with impressive ceremony to which 
prominent men from civilian and mili- 
tary life will be invited. 

The detachment voted at the closing 
June meeting to shift the bi-monthly 
ladies’ nights from the third Friday of 
the month to the fourth Saturday, in 
order to give more time to business ses- 
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sions and to assure larger turnouts at 
the dance, affording undivided attention 
to each. 

The new entertainment committee ap- 
pointed includes Frank X. Lambert, de- 
tachment chief-of-staff, Chris W. Wil- 
kinson, paymaster and Clement P. Nau- 
dain, first vice-commandant. The detach- 
ment meets at the Knights of Columbus 
Club-Hotel, Fifty-first Street and Eighth 
Avenue, New York City, where its 
dances and other social functions are 
also held. 


NEWS OF DETACHMENTS 
Spokane, Washington, Detachment is 
going great guns in the membership 
contest. Paymaster E. R. Ericson for- 
warded dues for twenty-nine new mem- 
bers as the detachment’s May quota. 


Commandant Carlton Fisher of the 
Oscar A. Swan Detachment of Buffalo, 
N. Y., reports the prospect of recruiting 
several Marines from the neighboring 
town of Tonowanda for membership in 
Swan Detachment. 


National Vice Commandant Maurice A. 
Illch, of the Eastern Seaboard Division, 
sailed this month on an extended pleas- 
ure trip through Europe. 


Morris County, New Jersey, Detach- 
ment, which received its League charter 
in April, added four members during 
May. They are James A. Gaynor, Ar- 
thur W. Long, Minden H. Hendrickson 
and Stanley W. Tenney, all of Dover, 
N. J 


Spencer Rose, the hustling paymaster 
of Worcester, Mass., Detachment, signed 
up five new Marines and renewed the 
membership of six more as his May 
donation. 


Sergeant Ray M: McCarty, recently re- 
turned from service at Port au Prince, 
Haiti, is now a member-at-large from 
Helena, Arkansas. 

James A. Nicholson of Baltimore, Md., 
has renewed his membership at large in 
the League. 


Negotiations are under way for the 
formation of a League detachment in 
Lynchburg, Va., with Benjamin F. Thorn- 
hill as temporary commandant. 

Commandant F. R. Knautz of the 
Fargo-Moorhead Detachment of Fargo, 
North Dakota, reports that the progress 
being made by his detachment is en- 
couraging. 


The charter of Fort Worth, Texas, De- 
tachment has been revoked because of 
the failure of its officers to co-operate 
with National Headquarters. 


Leighton H. Scott, recently returned 
from active service in Port au Prince, 
Haiti, has become a member at large of 
the League from Charlotte, Michigan. 


We are getting restless for another 
wild party at Albany, or Worcester. 


Arthur Dudley Sims Detachment of 
Memphis, Tenn., added two new members 
during June. V. E. Miller is the detach- 
ment commandant. 

(Continued on page 50) 
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Major General Commandant Dies 


HE death of Major General Commandant Wendell C. Neville 

on July 8th came as a shock to the entire Corps. While the 
Commandant had not been in the best of health for several 
weeks prior to his demise, his condition was not considered 
serious, and when the news of his death was announced his 
many friends refused to believe it at first. 

Major General Neville, holder of the Medal of Honor for 
bravery in the occupation of Vera Cruz, Mexico, and the Army 
and Navy Distinguished Service Medals for meritorious service 
at Chateau Thierry, Blanc Mont, Soissons and in the Meuse- 
Argonne offensive in the World War, was born in Virginia, 
in 1870. 

He was graduated from the Naval Academy in 1890, end 
was commissioned in the Marine Corps in 1892, serving as a 
first lieutenant in Company D, First Battalion, in the battles 
of Guantanamo and Cuzco, Cuba, in the Spanish-American 
War of 1898. He was commended and breveted a captain for 
gallantry in these actions. 

He next left with the Fourth Battalion for Philippine insur- 
rection service, but the battalion was diverted to China in view 
of the Boxer uprisings, in the operations against which he 
participated, in 1900. 

In 1906, as a major, he served with the First Expeditionary 
Brigade as a part of the army of Cuban pacification, and after 
duty at sea and in Panama, returned to the United States 

In 1914, as a lieutenant colonel, he commanded the Second 
Regiment at the seizure and occupation of Vera Cruz, April 
21-22, taking part in both days’ fighting and being continually 
under fire after landing about noon on the 21st until possession 
of the city was obtained at noon the next day. 

He was at all points of danger, exhibiting courage, coolness 
and skill in directing the conduct of the attack. On his ability 
depended in great measure the success or failure of the expedi- 
tion, but he met his great responsibility very capably. 

After his Mexican service he joined the Legation Guard at 
Peiping as commanding officer, serving there until October, 
1917, when he returned to the United States and left for service 
on the Western Front as commander of the Fifth Regiment. 

He commanded this regiment in the Verdun and Chateau 
Thierry sectors and later the Fourth Brigade near Soissons, the 
Marbache sector St. Mihiel, in the Champaigne, Meuse-Argonne 
engagements and at the occupation of the Coblenz bridgehead. 
For these services he received the Legion of Honor and Croix 
de Guerre from France. 

When he returned from France he was detailed to Corps 
Headquarters in Washington as assistant to the Major General 
Commandant, in which position he served until July, 1923, 
when he left to command the Department of the Pacific. In 
May, 1927, he assumed command of Quantico, Virginia, where 
he served until March, 1930, when he was appointed as suc- 
cessor to Major General John A. Lejeune. 


Yesterday and Today 


s6qN the Old Marine Corps” when the Fleet came in, the sailors 

and Marines aboard considered it their sacred duty to 
“paint the town red,” engage in brawls, patronize the saloons, 
and generally terrorize the citizenry. In those days, not s« 
many years back, the good citizens of New York or San Fran- 
cisco or any of the other ports visited by the Fleet dreaded t« 
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see the ships come in. The merchants, of course, rejoiced, and 
especially the saloons, but the man in the street knew that for 
the next few days his peace of mind would be seriously <is- 
turbed and that the safest place for him to be was at home, 

Imagine, if you can, the feeling of the ordinary citizen when 
twenty-five or thirty thousand sailors and Marines, all bent on 
errands of mischief, were suddenly turned loose on the city in 
those days. If he were a timid soul, he gave the service man a 
wide berth and if he were bold he probably joined them in mak- 
ing “whoopee,” thus adding to the disturbance at their expense. 

Teday, conditions have changed. When the Fleet left New 
York this last time all the New York newspapers commented 
on the decent manner in which the men had behaved. There 
was no friction between them and the civil authorities, very 
little or no roughhousing, and the papers all joined in hoping 
for a return of the Fleet at an early date instead of, as in the 
old days, heaving a great sigh of relief. 

Doubtlessly some of the Old Timers will lament this passing 
of “the good old days when men were men,” but it is gratify- 
ing to the majority of the people to learn that the men of the 
service are just as well-bred as any other bunch of youngsters 
to be found in any walk of civil life. 

No longer is the plain citizen in fear of his life when the 
Fleet is in. Instead, he welcomes the service man to his home 
and has no reluctance in permitting his daughter to sally forth 
to the talkies with a stalwart son of Neptune. 

All this is very conclusive proof that the men in the Navy 
and Marine Corps have evolved from the mere waterfront 
brawlers of a former day to gentlemen of the first water. And, 
strange to relate, it has not sapped their manhood or their 
ability to fight in the least. They are not “sissified.” They 
have merely learned to respect the uniform they wear and, 
knowing that they are on parade at all times when ashore, 
have mutually and unspokenly decided that the best policy is 
to behave themselves, or to at least keep within the bounds 
of convention, which is about all we can expect from anyone. 

This attitude on the part of the sailors and Marines has 
enhanced their popularity with the civil population a thousand 
fold and every man, ashore or afloat, should resolve to do his 
utmost to help retain their growing respect. 


The Marine Corps and Polo 


OLO is an ancient game. Its origin is smothered in the 

dust of passing centuries; but we know it antedates Chris- 
tianity and that it flourished in the courts of Asia during the 
tenth century. Old Japanese prints depict polo matches, and 
archaic records comment on various details of the ancient 
sport. It is not difficult to imagine its evolution. Wherever 
mounted warriors gathered, contests and feats were the natural 
outcome. And polo combines riding, agility, quick thinking, 
courage, and all the integral features of mounted contests. 

About 1764 English tea planters in Cachar, India, adopted 
the game. Its dash and spirit appealed to the English sports- 
man and it spread rapidly wherever the flag of Great Britain 
was flown and facilities were available. 

Polo was introduced into the United States in 1876 by James 
Gordon Bennett, and was’ first practiced in Dickler’s Riding 
Academy in New York City. Since then its popularity has 
increased every year. Riding and Polo clubs have sprung up 
all over the country, and teams have been developed that have 
ably represented the United States in international matches. 

Polo is undoubtdly an esoteric pastime, limited to only those 
fortunate enough to maintain a string of ponies, or to those 
who are so situated that mounts are available. In civilian life 
it is a luxury, in the Service it is possible to participate in this 
sport wherever mounts are stabled. 

Polo in the Marine Corps has taken a firm grip on the hearts 
of sport-loving Marines. While at the present time the Marine 
Corps Riding and Polo Association is little more than a year 
old, and has scarcely had time to prove its merit, it is a lusty 
infant and the polo team representing it has already clashed 
with teams located in the vicinity of Quantico. 

Those who head the organization are laboring under a handi- 
cap, for the Marine Corps is not essentially a mounted unit. 
But a small breeding farm and remount station in Quantico 
is preducing thoroughbred stock that will someday carry an 
All-Marine polo team to victory. 

For years polo has been considered an imperial sport in 
which only titled folk could participate, for in days gone by 
it was only the aristocracy who were mounted. In reality it 
is a democratic game for it binds those who play, regardless 
of rank or station, and establishes a feeling of sportsmanship 
that can be equaled by no other sport. 
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THREE ‘CHEERS’ for the Army and Navy 


q BLD GOLD Rocky Ford 


A ARLOAD™ 
CIGAR 


WHEN IT'S GOT THE STUFF 
. A NICKELS ENOUGH 


-BEECH-NUT 


PASTEURIZED MILK IS SAFE MILK! 


WHY TAKE A CHANCE? 


Delivery in Quantico, Va. 
by 


FARMERS CREAMERY CO., INC. Fredericksburg, Va. 


SEND THE LEATHERNECK HOME 


Your Friends and Relatives Will Enjoy It More Than You Do 


It is impossible to explain in letters to 4 . 
friends or relatives all they want to know Editor of The Leatherneck, Washington, D. C. 


Just fill in this blank and let your folks read —-_Hlere is my $2.50. Please put the following name on 
all these things from month to month during your subscription list for one year. 
the coming year. Each number contains ex- 
clusive news, pictures, and features from all M 
over the world where Marines are on duty. 

If you could step into our office and read 
some of the hundreds of letters received eee 
from friends and relatives of Marines who 
have sent The Leatherneck back home, and 
see how anxious and well pleased these peo- 
ple are to have the magazine sent to them, 
you would not hesitate a moment to fill in My name is 
and return the attached subscription blank. 
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Marine Corps Institut 


Motive: The Best Educated Military 
Service in the World. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Good Basic Education 
The First Step Toward Success 


A thorough knowledge of the elementary branches is indispensable as 
a foundation for future success. Many men have attributed their failure 
in life to the lack of a thorough understanding of such subjects as Mathe- 
matics, Grammar, Spelling, and Letter Writing. A man thoroughly 
grounded in these subjects has the whole field of endeavor open to him. 


If your early education was neglected, or if you did not have an oppor- 
tunity to graduate from Grammar or High School, the Marine Corps Insti- 
tute can help vou to acquire the equivalent of a Grammar or High School 


course. 


Do not neglect your basic education. The Marine Corps Institute will 
be glad to assist you in any way possible, and you will find our instructors 
helpful and thorough in their instructions. Enroll TO-DAY and complete 
that unfinished Grammar or High School course. 


UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


Please tell me how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 


Academic and Business Training Courses Technical and Industrial Courses 


O Naval Academy Prep 
School Subjects 
lE reeri 


OCivil Engineer OConcrete Builder 
rveying & Mapping oStr uctural Engineer 
ibing & Heating stry 


O Business Mana agement OSecond Lieut. Prep 
JIndustr ial Me anagement 
OPer sonne r 


OTraff 
OAco o Ste neering 
n A 
Ar O} at 
Boe Mail t o O Agrict ul & Poultry 
ivat e Secretary OCommon School Subjects O Architectural Draftsman Mathematics 
OSpanis 
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The San Diego Marine Baseball Team, 1930. This team has taken nine straight games in the San Diego Inter-County League 
and is almost a mathematical certainty to lead the League at the end of the season. Left to right, first row, the players are: 


Hollingsworth, Kohl, Price and Parker. In the middle row is Mr. Blewett, coach; Maddes, White, Videk, Crecion, Sonnenburg, 


Bursell and Captain Shurtleff, athletic officer, and in the last row are Scott, Buechner, Hrisko, Wynne, Kirsch and Kimball. 
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Thirty 


DETAIL OF THE 303RD COMPANY, U. 8. M. CREAT 


3rd Row, left to right: Pfe. Alexanian, Pvt. Brennan, Pvt. Goldenberg, Pvt. Iacoletti, Pvt. Cunneen, Pvt. Greenberg, Pvi. Schneider, Pvt B Ps 
Pvt. Pantilides, Pvt. Desdmond, Pvt. Lawhun, Pvt. Syrop, Pfe. Caldwell, Pvt. Stich, Cpl. Seinkiewiez, Pvt. Hogan, Pvt. Catherino. 1st Row: Prell 
Fitzgerald. Squatting: Ist Sgt. E. N. Calisch, Capt Qor 
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s. M. CR TOOK PART IN THE MEMORIAL DAY PARADE 


mneider, Pvt & Prt. Potter, Pvt. Yager, Pvt. Burmenfield, Pvt. Arone. 2nd Row, left to right: Pvt. Cooper, Pvt. Bartles, Pvt. Smythe, Pvt. Zeidman, 


Ist Row: ell Cpl. Kassel, Pfe. McManus, Pfe. Skillman, Sgt. Behr, Cpl. Hores, Sgt. Meade, Sgt. Friemark, Sgt. Mackin, Pfc. Hausz, Cpl. Noble, Cpl. 
lisch, Capt. P4r) Melvin K. Krulwitch, Marine Gunner W. Monaghan. 
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Thirty-two August, 1930 


Baseball Team, Navy Yard, Puget Sound, Wash. Champions 13th Naval District, 1930. Won 14, lost 1. Chief Marine Gunner 
W. S. Robinson, coach. | 


Band of the Guardia Nacional, Managua, Nicaragua. Ist Lieut. Leland L. Brigham (1st Sgt., U.S. M. C.), Director. 
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A Good 


Irs seldom you see a Leatherneck executing “to the rear 
march” in this manner, but this sea-soldier knows his 
tactics. The smoke screen from the briar of the approach- 
ing Marine would make a thirty-year man take off over 
the hill! 

The Marine retreating is making a bee-line for his |» for 
a can of Sir Walter Raleigh Smoking Tobacco—the honest 


. 
to goodness reason why there s pleasure ina good Pipe: 


Sir W alter Raleigh is the C.O. of pipe tobaccos—the choice 


of the tobacco crop. 


Whether you are walking post in Nicaragua, or gold-brick- 


ing in Samoa—Sir Walter is the original, aged-in-the-wood 


buddy to have along. 


BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION 
Louisville, Kentucky. 


SENS 


SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 


Smoking Tobacco 
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21ST RGT., F. M. C. R. ORGANIZED 


The Major General Commandant has 
authorized the organization of an artil- 
lery battalion in or near Philadelphia, 
Pa., to be known as the First Battalion, 
21st Marines. This battalion will be 
composed of a battalion headquarters, a 
headquarters battery, and two batteries 
—Battery “A” (426th Company), and 
Battery “B” (427th Company). 

The authorized complement is: 10 offi- 
cers and 140 enlisted men, all of whom 
will be members of the Fleet Marine 
Corps Reserve. First Lieutenant Robert 
C, Pitts, U. S. M. C. R., of 49 Montana 
Street, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa., 
has been detailed to form and command 
the First Battalion, 21st Marines, and 
for this purpose has been appointed re- 
eruiting officer for the battalion. 

All regulations governing drills, active 
duty training, and uniform clothing issue 
conform closely to those for the 19th and 
20th Marines. This artillery battalion 
will be required to perform not more 
than fifteen annual training, but weekly 
drills will be voluntary, and no pay will 
be authorized except for the annual 
training period. 

The issue of uniform clothing will be 
restricted to summer service: Field hat, 
summer service coat and trousers, cot- 
ton shirts, field scarfs, leggings, fair 
leather belt and hat and collar orna- 
ments. 

September 7th to 20th inclusive has 
been selected as the annual training 
period of the battalion for this year 
These dates were probably chosen in 
order to give the new artillery men an 
»pportunity to be in camp with the regu- 
ar 10th Marines (Artillery), as the lat- 
ter regiment will be in Camp Meade dur. 
ing the above period. 


NEWS AND NOTES 301ST MARINE 
RESERVE COMPANY 
By Pfc. Lawton G. Meredith 


Boston, Mass., (special to The Leather- 
neck).—As with most reserve organiza- 
tions, demands of business often require 
that a man give up his military activities 
in the 301lst Company, for a time any- 
way. One of the most interesting rea- 
sons was that given recently by Private 
Ernest Gavin, U. S. M. C. R., who re- 
ceived notice about 6:30 one Friday night 
to be ready to leave for New York at 
TEN P. M. that night, where he would 
take a ship for Buenos Aires, South 
America, to take up a position as ac- 
countant for the United Fruit Company 
Friday being our drill night, he was 
fortunate in being able to get all his 
‘clearance papers” in regards to cloth- 
ing and equipment charged to him. After 
turning in his gear to the supply ser- 
geant, Gavin found time to say good-bye 
to the various members of the company 
with whom he has soldiered. He has the 
best wishes of the entire company, and 
they feel that he will make good in his 
new position as well as he made good in 
this outfit. 

A most interesting example of how a 


man can command the respect of his 
brother soldiers was shown recently when 
a member of this company, Private First 
Class Louis E. Bergstrom, succeeded in 
persuading a Miss Jessie Sereque that 
she should become his wife. The mem- 
bers of the company showed their regard 
by presenting the couple with a three- 
piece sun porch set of furniture as a 
wedding present. Over half the company 
attended the wedding ceremony and re- 
ception and Privates William Dickson 
and Carl Bergstrom, the latter a brother 
of the groom, acted as ushers during the 
ceremony. After seeing the bride and 
groom. off on their honeymoon at Lake 
Winnepesaukee, New Hampshire, the 
Marines decided to celebrate the event 
with a party of their own and forthwith 
went to the “Chinatown” district of Bos- 
ton, where whoopee was made until the 
“wee sma’ hours.” 

One of the rewards for excellent work 
of the firing squads came to this office 
in the shape of invitations to the mem- 
bers of the firing squad who assisted 
the Boston Post Office Post of the Ameri- 
ean Legion, in its Memorial services on 
May 30, to attend their annual outing. 
This outing was held on Rainsford Island 
in Boston Harbor, and during the trip to 
the island, in a motor launch, the self- 
appointed cheer leader tried to get some 
group singing under way but to no avail. 
Suddenly it dawned on him that some- 
body was singing a song that sounded 
familiar and also sounded as if it was 
being sung by fog horns, since it rose 
above the sound of the water rushing 
past the boat and the small talk of the 
children. He cupped his ear and was 
greeted with the Marine Hymn, sung in 
no uncertain manner by Pfc. Meredith 
and Privates Jagiello, Meredith and Don- 
ovan, members of the firing squad who 
were traveling as “guests.” This brought 
a rise out of some Legionaires who must 
have been sailors, for they swung into 
“Anchors Aweigh” followed by songs 
that were popular on this side and the 
ther side of the “Big Pond” during the 
war. From all reports, a most excellent 
time was had, the cases upon cases of 
tonics and gallons of ice cream being 
only a small part of the refreshments. 

Perhaps it shouldn’t be told, but ac- 
cording to reports that drifted back, the 
cause for one of the baseball teams win- 
ning the game, that was a feature of the 
entertainment, was that it had in its 
line-up two “dark horses,” Privates 
Jagiello and Donovan. 


CONCERNING THE 304TH COMPANY, 
C. R. 
By Pvt. Wm. McK. Fleming 
Next month, if you should read this stuff, 
Now that camp is through, 
We hope there will be news enough 
"Bout you and you ’n’ you. 
How we hate to brag—we loath it. 
Uh, huh, but for the sake of the Re- 


servist, “Leatherneck” and Hall of Fame, 
we must record the annual small arms 


RESERVE 


practice of the 2nd Naval Battalion at 
Peekskill, N. Y. 

Because of the early shoving-off hour, 
arrangements were made for sleeping on 
board the night previous—and how those 
gobs can play pianos, participate in 100 
yard dashes and blatantly sing in their 
sleep is beyond the comprehension of this 
aspiring Leatherneck. Be that as it may, 
on June 19 at six bells, with Sergeant 
Dean in charge, we embarked for Peek- 
skill with heavy eyes and light hearts. 

The 304th Company was represented 
by thirteen men, one of whom never fired 
a piece before but certainly showed he 
was willing to learn. The morning passed 
quite conventionally, each man being al- 
lowed five shots for practice—but the 
afternoon—well, that’s what we should 
have spoken about in the beginning. The 
range was the regular navy one and 150 
points were divided into 10 rounds of 
prone slow fire, 10 rounds of sitting slow 
fire and 10 rounds of prone rapid fire. 

Sergeant Dean, dean of the crack 
squad, set a brilliant example for the 
men by hitting a perfect score of 150. 
Pfe. Blinn came through with a neat 149, 
and if you think this is good read a bit 
more. Eleven of thirteen men qualified 
as marksmen, sharpshooters and cx- 
perts, all hitting 120 points and over. 
The men did some fine shooting and 
much of the credit goes to Sergeants 
Dean and Stenhouse and Pfc. Blinn who 
zealously coached the men throughout 
the course. 

Marching down the road leading to 
the station, the boys lustily sang “The 
Halls of Montezuma” and a few inci- 
dental ditties about the present per- 
sonnel. 

How we hate to brag—we loath it! 
Here’s the summary anyway: Sergeant 
Dean, 150; Pfc. Blinn, 149; Pfc. ReGan, 
145; Cpl. Caffertry, 144; Pfc. Schwedel- 
son, 142; Pvt. Nichols, 139; Pvt. Shaugh- 
nessy, 139; Pvt. Fleming, 135; Sgt. Sten- 
house, 134; Pvt. V. LaMacchia, 123; Pvt. 
Anderson, 111; Pvt. Kahn, 107. 

On June 23, Lieutenant Kessenich, our 
commanding officer, presented three pri- 
vates first class with warrants of pro- 
motion, and the entire company ap- 
plauded the action spiritedly. The 
worthy men became Sergeant T. R. Hei- 
ser, who will now worry about the store- 
room; Corporal F. Hassett, loyal 304th’er, 
and Corporal J. McNaught, whose 
shoulders are plenty big enough to carry 
the responsibilities of his new position. 

The Semper Fidelis Civic Association 
held an athletic meet and stag for its 
members on July 7th after drill. Many 
phases of sport were represented, and 
skill personified the entire tournament. 
The activities terminated with refresh- 
ments and entertainment by our own 
talent, which is incomparable. All agreed 
it was a snappy send-off preceding camp 
and expressed the wish that more such 
spicy evenings be conducted throughout 
the chilly season of winter. 


Yes, sir, although the association is 
an evolution of the old ones, the men 
feel pretty confident that it will surpass 
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all for regular snappy affairs. We are 
earnestly looking forward to some real 
good times. And best of all, the men 
have been giving their loyal support to 
help further its fundamental purpose— 
a spirit of military and civic brother- 
hood! 

And speaking about the association, a 
new office has been created and a man 
elected thereto. The honored one is Cor- 
poral Caffertry, who assumes his due(s) 
responsibility in the capacity of financial 
secretary. 

Thursdays have had a_ significance 
other than apprehending the following 
day’s fish diet for the Brooklyn Reserv- 
ists. The men have set aside all im- 
portant engagements to limber up at 
the armory on this night every week be- 
fore camp. Handball, indoor baseball 
have produced that perspired feeling that 
makes the shower so invigorating and 
the coffee pot such a haven of rest. 

Pfc. Shavel has been talking about a 
ukelele band and the men are becoming 
more and more interested under George’s 
sure-fire salesmanship deliveries. We ex- 
pect to be penning about this combina- 
tion of rhythmic syncopation in the near 
future. As Floyd Gibbons would have 
it, “ ... and unti] then—tune ’em up, 
boys, tune ’em up!” 

We don’t know how true it is, but it 
got around that Pfcs. Schwedelson and 
Levy would get together with Privates 
Lyons and Kahn and visit Washington 
while on liberty—looking over the banks, 
Treasury and mint. Noo? 

Perhaps he doesn’t wish to get mar- 
ried; perhaps he likes to cavort on a 
horse—then again, maybe, it’s the job it- 
self. Anyway, it’s none of our business, 
but Private Edgar Nichols has passed 
the rigid examinations for State trooper. 
We are glad to hear it, Ed, and wish you 
the best of luck and continued success. 
The 304th Marine Company’s loss is the 
New York State Troopers’ gain. 

It happened—no, not in Monterey—in 
the shop where Private Jesinsky is em- 
ployed. Mike has his “Leatherneck” 
magazine sent there each month, and 
Abie, the office boy, brings it to him. 
Last month Abie brought it in and quite 
innocently erred: “So, here’s your 
‘Roughneck’.” Mike, however, became 
rather indignant. ‘“Leatherneck,” my 
boy, “Leatherneck. Espiritus de Corps!” 

As the Kingfish would say, “We’s all 
brudders o’ the great fraternity 
Which brings to mind the pleasing fact 
that since the inception of this company, 
we have been honored with many sets 
of brothers. Some of you will remember 
the Coviello brothers, the St. Jacques 
brothers, and, of course, the Ahern 
brothers. And now we have the Ander- 
son brothers, the Lopez brothers and the 
more recent Terry brothers. And, na- 
turally, “We are all brothers under the 
skin.” 

Camp news must await the September 
publication; but there’s one little inci- 
dent pertaining to last year’s encamp- 
ment that never saw the light of print, 
so here goes: Reveille had blown but 
Private Harrison still lingered on the 
dream: bag, deep in the arms of Mor- 
pheus. Sergeant Woods entered and in 
his quaint way yanked up one end of the 


cot with an unusual top o’ the morning: 
“C’mon, Harrison, hit the deck; we're 
shovin’ off for Camp Meade and there’s 
George took the situa- 


Plenty to do.’ 


THE IEATHERNECK 


tion well in hand by biinkingly answer- 


ing the startled three-striper with: 
“Thass all right, Sarg. If I’m not ready 
jus’ run along—don’t bother waiting for 
me.” 

While getting in shape for camp, 
nights were spent in the spacious yard 
adjoining the armory. Here we pitched 
shelter halves and stacked arms. One 
torrid night in particular we did our 
stuff, including skirmishing and taking 
right and left interval. The pace was a 
swift one and what with tight leggings 
and no let up, there were many khaki 
shirts that were so black with perspira- 
tion we must have resembled the Fas- 
cisti (from a distance, you critics). The 
locker-room witticisms were plentiful, 
but it remained for Private Underhill (a 
“tropic killer’) to trump the heat with 
his nonchalant remark: “Hot? You fel- 
lows make me laugh. I remember back 
in P. I. when it was so hot the bayonets 
melted in their scabbards and the air 
reeked with the smell of burning rubber 
from our heels But he got no 
further, for what followed worried Ser- 
geant Stenhouse so much he heaved a 
sigh and said: “I suppose we’ll have to 
take some more money out of the treas- 
ury now to send flowers to Underhill. 
Ho, hum.” 

“Tempus Fugit” is easily illustrated 
by the way this periodical comes out. 
Months seem like weeks, ’specially when 
you’re sending in these articles. There- 
fore, we are not too far ahead in noting 
that it’s only a matter of months before 
at least six of our regular men will have 
completed their hitches. We hope they 
will ship over as did Sergeant Stenhouse, 
but if they’re undecided, we have the 
audacity to offer a brilliant (ahem) sug- 
gestion by way of an interesting induce- 
ment. What we’re dreaming about is 
(in 1932) a two weeks’ cruise on a bat- 
tle-wagon. And why not? It’s an im- 
portant part of a Marine’s activities and 
there would certainly be a lot to learn 
about. 

Among the things we hope to find upon 
returning home from camp are the fol- 
lowing: 

That we shot many points higher on 
the range than our co-workers did in the 
National Guard. 

That we have been missed tremend- 
ously by the “wimmen 

That the Yankee Diner has stowed 
away that terrible radi-oh! 

That should we wear our summer 
blouse outfit home, the neighbor’s kid 
won't say, “Hey! I thought you were in 
the Mareens!” (We know of an actual 
occurrence last year.) 

That our bosses admit the shop went 
to hell while we were away. 

That you fellows who take all those 
pictures show up with the negatives. 

That some of us (you know who we 
mean) are greeted with “Boy, you've lost 
weight!” 

That we wake up every morning at 
5:30 a. m. so that we can sing the iast 
stanza of Johnny Ahern’s version of 
“Hinkey, Dinkey Parlez Vous.” 

That some action is taken about pro- 
curing that radio. 

And that Old Mother Nature has been 
reserving that balmy weather for the 
Reservists! 


Thirty-five 


MARINES PARTICIPATE INDE- 
PENDENCE DAY OBSERVANCES 
By Pfc. Lawton G. Meredith 


Boston, Mass. (special to The Leather- 
neck).—On July fourth, in response to a 
request from the Thomas H. Crowley 
Post No. 104, American Legion, the 301st 
Company turned out a detail of men in 
addition to furnishing a color guard. 
This post has had the services of the 
reserve company on several occasions in 
the past and have spared no effort t 
obtain their services for any occasion 
where they can use them. Although the 
parade, which was held between Walpole 
and East Walpole, did not start until ten 
in the morning, it was necessary that 
the Marine platoon leave Boston by 
eight-thirty in order that they be ready 
to move out before the parade actually 
got under way, and if anyone thinks it’s 
easy to turn out for parade at that hour 
when they might take things easy, doing 
bunk fatigue for instance, on one of those 
all-too-rare holidays off the job, well 
they’re too far gone to be worth saving. 

Several members of the company 
loaded their cars up with the non-car 
owning members and sped over the ex- 
cellent roads to Walpole, getting there 
in gocd time as the holiday traffic had 
hardly started. The traffic that was on 
the road was mostly parked on either 
side of the road, waiting for the parade. 
At the head of the parade was the staff, 
mounted on horses, followed by color 
bearers and Marine color guards, Cor- 
porals Irwin and Murray and after them, 
practically leading the parade, came the 
Marine Reserve platoon, commanded by 
Gunnery Sergeant Robert D. Robinson. 
After them came the Norwood Nationa! 
Guard Company and Legionaires, fol- 
lowed by other organizations and various 
floats among which was the “Baby 
Blimp” of the Bird & Sons Mfg. Com- 
pany, a local concern. This “gas-bag” 
was moored to a truck during the pa- 
rade, but upon reaching the Walpole 
Memorial Park, the destination of the 
parade, it was released on a cable and 
made a pretty picture against the sky 
with a local Legionaire  stunt-flying 
his plane around it. 

Returning to the parade, as the units 
moved along, the occupants of the “out- 
of-State” cars, and there were plenty 
of them, too, kept an interested eye on 
the Marine platoon as it passed in re- 
view, with Gunnery Sergeant Robinson 
in the lead. The Gunnery’s shining 
sabre caught more than one eye, the 
young boys wishing they could have it 
and the girls admiring the man behind 
the saber. Of course, neither “got a 
break” and the girls were just out of 
luck anyway because “Robbie” has a 
sweet little wife of his own and couldn't 
use any more. Upon reaching the park, 
the Marines lined up facing the speaker’s 
stand where, after the organizations had 
finished locating themselves, the speaker 
of the day, General Clarence R. Edwards, 
known familiarly as “the Daddy of the 
26th,” was introduced. He hardly needed 
an introduction, for he is a neighbor of 
most of the audience. He spoke of inci- 
dents regarding the naming of the post 
after a man who had paid the supreme 
sacrifice shortly before the Armistice. 
He also spoke of war-time instances that 
have since become peace-time problems 
and in conclusion thanked the audience 
and the post for taking an active inter- 

(Continued on page 51) 
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Thirty-six 


AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doe” Clifford 
Se Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 52 


) The wheels re- 
volve sometimes 
with greater 
speed than at 
other times, but 
sea and foreign 
duty is bound to 
affect every offi- 
cer’s record more 
or less, sooner or 
later, and while 
St. Thomas 
claims  Lieuten- 
ant W. E. Max- 
well, our old 
friend, Lieuten- 
ant Gordon Hall 
returned to “The 
Leatherneck” edi- 
torial desk in 

time to send out the splendid July issue 
Farewell and welcome are words so near 
to each other, but the Galley fires burn 
brightly in both Washington and St. 
Thomas and the pages of our magazine 
will certainly receive more news from 
the Virgin Islands while Lieutenant Max- 
well is there and Lieutenant Hall’s fine 
work will again be seen in the succeed- 
ing issues of our Marines’ monthly. 


* 


“Doc” Clifford 


(Dawson Photo) 


Quite a number of good friends of 
“The Leatherneck” received mention in 
the last month’s Gazette, Colonel T. E. 


Backstrom who retired June 30 was a 


constant and close reader of its pages. 
Colonel and Mrs. George C. Reid have 
been always much interested and when 
they leave in September I feel sure their 
subscription will still carry the news of 
the Corps to their new life. Captain 
Israel, too, will not forget the monthly 
which has so regularly formed a part of 
his welcome supply of monthlies. Colonel 
W. M. Small, who also retires this year, 
is another who will not forget the regu- 
lar appearance of our monthly for his 
library table. 
i> 

Five of our finest old veterans, Staif 
Sergeant James V. Nichols, Sergeant 
Major George Aubinger, Sergeant Major 
Joseph L. Morris, Sergeant Major David 
J. Jones, and First Sergeant John Burns 
have recently retired. Upwards of 150 
years of honorable service in the Corps 
is worthy of record. No wonder the 
country is proud of its Marines. John 
Burns will especially be missed in Par- 
ris Island; what was done with the fa- 
mous swagger stick, John? I really 
thought you were to send it on to me. 
Long may the five of you enjoy the 
leisure of the retired, and maintain the 
old slogan worthily, “Once a Marine, 
always.” 

My first real acquaintance with an air- 
plane was in August, 1918, at Colombey- 
le-Belle when we drew back for ten days 
ifter Soissons. It was certainly a thrill 
to be in one of the machines which were 
able to get into the air and take such 
chances and I was content on that occa- 
sion to just take the small circling ride 
of the camp. My next was a real flight 
with George Hamilton in June, 1919, and 
while he promised only a stunt or two I 
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thoroughly enjoyed both that and the 
number of flights that I have since been 
privileged to take in the tropics and 
back home. I was, however, thoroughly 
amused recently in seeing a group of 
officers take off in one of the tri-motored 
planes with cabin space for half a dozen 
passengers. One of them, a new lieu- 
tenant, who had never been in a machine 
before, took his seat, drew the morning 
paper from his pocket and to show his 
apparently utter contempt and indiffer- 
ence for those of his companion pas- 
sengers, also taking their first ride and 
who showed they were having a thrill, 
he commenced to read, trying at the 
same time to achieve a nonchalant atti- 
tude. He, however, was ill at ease, and 
asking him what was the news I found 
him trying hard to make believe in a full 
page advertisement of Hecht’s Depart- 
ment Store offerings of ladies’ goods. I 
guess he feels better by this time and is 
also a little bit older. 


“The Mississippi Bulletin” is one of 
the best ship’s papers to make its regu- 
lar appearance on the desk of the writer 
Jeff Breitenback knows how to both write 
and edit, and gets a fine paper in the 
hands of the crew. It is also well 
printed by F. F. Fuller and its circula- 
tion is excellently looked after by R. 
Adams. The last two numbers contain 
some good reports on their hurried trip 
to Panama with the R. O. T. C. units of 
Yale and Georgia Tech. This must have 
been a fine educational outing for the 
students of these two groups, and an ex- 
perience they will never forget. Cap- 
tain Turner, who for two years has been 
in command of the “Missy,” left while 
the ship anchored off Charleston, S. C., 
and has gone to Cavite. A _ splendid 
friend of the Marines in the person of 
Captain H. L. Brinser, late of Yorktown, 
is now the skipper. I wonder Captain 
R. E. Mills does not get one of his Ma- 
rines to write and secure at least a 
column of good stuff in each issue of the 
Bulletin. Hello, Chaplain Witherspoon! 
Greetings! 


* * * 


My permanent address is now 

Star Route, 

450 E. Beresford Ave., 

DeLand, Fla., 
and although only here one month, I find 
that there are Marines in the city, which 
by the way, is known as the “Athens of 
Florida.”” I met one Marine while at a 
garage one morning. He is now a Meth- 
odist preacher at Lake Helen, an adjoin- 
ing township. A. H. McKetham went 
from Savannah to Parris Island in 1917 
and then spent his time in Guantanamo 
and the tropics, coming back to Quantico 
to finish his cruise. Fred L. Betterton 
is another of the famous Sixth Head- 
quarters Company who is a well-known 
business man in DeLand and the pro- 
prietor of the “Betterton Rabbitry.” I 
wonder where Tommy Murrall from the 
Rifle Range, Quantico, has gone. He was 
to locate down this way, but so far I’ve 
heard nothing of his whereabouts. 


* oa * * 


It’s not often the Company Clerk 
writes of the famous First Sergeant, but 
one of them has gone into rhyme about 
him and suggests it as the August 
“Poem of the month.” It’s too hot to 
look for another so I pass Harrison’s 
effusion on to you. 
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OUR TOP KICK 


Who is it who so loves his work 
That every morning with a vim 
He starts right in, nor tries to shirk 

The task that is allotted him? 


Who needs no boss to lend a spur 
Because he knows what he should do; 
As at his work, he’s all astir 
And sticks until with it he’s through? 


Who is it wears a pleasant smile, 
Though he be busy as the duce, 

Nor doesn’t care what work they pile 
On him without the least excuse”? 


Whose work’s a pleasure as he goes 
Through it as though it were in fun 

As all the while he fairly glows 
With glee until his day is done? 


Who is it thinks that loafing breeds 
A malady to slowly eat 
Enthusiasm, which he needs 
To make his aim in life complete? 


As he expects to make his mark, 

To climb the ladder of success 
And ever fan ambition’s spark? 

OUR TOP KICK. 

“Y-ANA” is the name of the new 
monthly for the T. S. LEAGUERS of 
San Diego. The West Coast claims that 
in some things it is far ahead of the 
East, and this is certainly one of the 
things in which it certainly excells. The 
Triangle Service Leaguers of the East 
have a lot to do to catch up in many 
ways, and when the get-up, editorial 
work, and general excellence of this 
monthly is fully considered the Leaguers 
themselves are to be congratulated on 
their work. 

First Sergeant A. E. Abbott, Sergeant 
Harry E. Kipp, Sergeant Henry E. 
Hutcheroft, Corporal George T. Farns- 
worth, Privates Earl McClennan and A. 
P. Saulnier were passengers on the Mer- 
chant and Miners Steamship “Fairfax” 
when the disastrous collision with the 
Tanker “Pinthis” occurred on June 10th. 
They are to be congratulated together 
with their sailor comrades on their nar- 
row escape. The heroism of Joe Bill 
Walker, Phm. M. 2cl., was typical of the 
service as he lost his life while endeavor- 
ing to save one of the other passengers. 


* * * 


The following story by Loren T. Casey 
clipped from the last issue of “Our 
Navy” is worthy of note. 

“Twenty years ago a young man from 
Missouri wandered into a Navy recruit- 
ing station, after receiving an excellent 
discharge from the Army. He was given 
the usual color test, and was told to pick 
all the red-colored wool out of the box. 
Somehow, one of the carmine-colored 
skeins escaped his eyes and he was 
turned down. Then he tried the Ma- 
rines, passed the test and was accepted, 
remaining in that service until only re- 
cently when he was transferred to the 
Reserve as a first-grade non-com with a 
monthly retainer fee of $103. This man 
has told me the story repeatedly. He 
admits that his color perception may 
have been a “little off” that morning, and 
he often wonders into what channels Fate 
may have led him had he been a little 
more careful in picking the wool in that 
Navy recruiting station twenty years 
ago. He is now employed by a big bank- 
ing corporation in Philadelphia.” 
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Go to High School at Home 


You can secure a high school education 
right at home by studying the splendid 
new courses recently prepared by the 
International Correspondence Schools. 


These courses are equivalent to the 
courses given in resident high schools. 
They have been specially arranged for 
men and women who wish to meet col- 
lege entrance examinations, to qualify 
for a business position, or to make up the 
education they missed when forced to 
leave school too soon. 


The College Preparatory Course, the 
High School Commercial Course and 
the High School English Course include 
English, algebra, ancient, medieval, 
modern and U. S. History, physiology, 
literature, geography, Latin, drawing, 


the subject before which I have marked X in the list below: 


} High School Commercial Course 
| High School English Course 


Industrial Management 
Personnel Management Coaching Salesmanship 
Traffic Management Bookkeeping Advertising 

) Cost Accounting Secretarial Work 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 5280-K, Scranton, Penna. 
“The Universal University” 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about 


College Preparatory 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Accounting and C.P.A. (© Spanish { French 


Business Correspondence Oo Civil Service Illustrating C) Cartooning 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


} Electrical Engineering ©) Railroad Positions ] Steam Engineering C) Concrete Builder Aviation Engines 

) Electric Lighting () Gas Engine Operating CO) Architect } Structural Engineer ) Agriculture 

Mechanical Engineer Civil Engineer Architects’ Blueprints Chemistry Navigation 
Mechanical Draftsman Surveying and Mapping Contractor and Builder Pharmacy Mathematics 

] Machine Shop Practice © Mining © Architectural Draftsman © Automobile Work ©) Radio 


bookkeeping, geometry, shorthand, 
physics, chemistry, salesmanship, adver- 
tising, Civics, trigonometry, economics, 
corporation finance, money and bank- 
ing, business and trade economics, etc. 
A diploma is given at graduation. 


The lessons are easy to understand and 
you will make rapid progress because 
you will be 7 a class by yourself and you 
will study under instructors sincerely 
interested in helping you to get ahead 
and achieve the bigger things in life. 


Just mark and mail the coupon and 
we will gladly send you interesting free 
booklets describing the High School 
Courses of the International Correspon- 
dence Schools or any other subject in 
which you are interested. 


© High School Vocational Course 
C) High School Agricultural Course 


© Show Card and Sign Lettering Railway Mail Clerk 
() Stenography and Typing Grade School Subjects 
English High School Subjects 


Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 


Thirty-seven 
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Thirty-eight 


OUT OF THE BRIG 
By LOU WYLIE 


| Dear Fellows: 
| Only the other 
day we saw a real 
Indian thriller 
| that made any- 
| thing that De 
Mille or Metro- 
Goldwyn or any 
others have 
staged look like a 
pale cup custard 
alongside a zood 
slice of roast 
beef. It was the 
a reproduction of 
the battle of Red 
Lou Wylie Buttes staged by 
the Army during 
the Garden Party which they threw at 
Governors Island for the benefit of the 
Army Relief. We were fortunate enough 
to get in on an evening performance of 
it, and what with the dust rising from 
the plane and the smoke from the pre- 
ceding battle, a beautiful blue haze had 
settled across the canvas hills in the dis- 
tance and gave them such a look of 
reality that it was hard to believe they 
were not actual mountains. Then the 
creaking of the wagons as the '49’s with 
their guides came onto the field, and later 
the attack by the Indians, and . . . well, 
just imagine 350 wild men riding wild 
horses and you get an idea of the scene 
as the Indians circled round and round 
the covered wagons huddled in the cen- 
ter. Then came the troopers in the old 
blue field uniforms that they wore before 
the Civil War, and for fifteen or twenty 
minutes there was some honest to good- 
ness excitement. Then, when the battle 
was over and the troopers vanished be- 
hind the hills after the retreating red- 
skins; the creaking old wagons, vanguard 
of our thundering trains, and the roaring 
planes that sweep across the plains to- 
day, creaked on their way, ending one of 
the most impressive affairs we have ever 
seen staged anywhere, by anyone. So 
realistic did the soldier boys get that 
the ones who rode as Indians discarded 
saddles entirely; and many a hard-boiled 
sergeant, or red-faced boot tucked him- 
self into the pantlettes and hoopskirts of 
the days of °49, and placing a sunbonnet 
on his unruly locks climbed into the 
wagon beside a maliciously sarcastic 
buddy, only too glad when in the con- 
fusion incident to the battle occurred to 
unceremoniously tumble his seatmate 
out. Which is how the chauffeur of this 
column spent one part of the past month 
anyway. 


* ~ 
Brooklyn Heights 


Beneath my window traffic flows 
Nor ever lets up, day or night; 

But flays my soul with restless noise 
Whether the hours be dark or bright. 


From through my window’s dusty glass 
I see the rooftops stretch away, 

Grim, shadowy islands in the dusk, 
Vast checkerboards they grow by day. 


With glittering lances toward the clouds 
The downtown skyline stands arrayed, 

As armored giants that shield the hills 
With a gargantuan parade. 
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Deep gulches, belching dust and grime 
Beneath a shimmering wave of heat, 
Made motionate by traffic lines, 
I see each crisscross that’s a street. 


From far at sea the fog hags reach 
Their gloomy hands to clutch at spires, 

Like incense pots the buildings breath 
Smoke up from out their bellied fires. 


There is no stillness or repose, 

No birds nor flowers for June to don, 
But sing, My Soul, ’twas your desire! 

YOU have attained your Carcasonne. 

* * x 

And, somewhere or other during our 
reading the past couple of weeks we ran 
across the fellow who said that his girl’s 
eyes were as blue as a Marine’s pants. 
Of course, he wasn’t taking into con- 
sideration that a fellow once in a while 
stepped out in khaki, or blue whites. 


* * * 


“Mee-neu,” the Brig cat, has developed 
a new trait. Although he is only four 
months old, he is going in heavy for 
dancing. If the radio is turned on to a 
particularly jazzy selection, and this col- 
umner or the Girl Friend chance to pick 
“Mee-neu” up and dance with him in her 
arms immediately relaxes, puts his cheek 
against one’s shoulder, thereby crushing 
a very bristly and handsome Kaiser 
moustache, and purrs contentedly. If the 
musical selections become a bit senti- 
mental and the “Mad Hatters” or who- 
ever happens to be broadcasting at the 
time go into “I’m Dancing with Tears 
in My Eyes” or “The Girl That I Love 
Belongs to Somebody Else” his eyes turn 
a shadowy green and take on a vacuous 
expression very much like the expression 
assumed by any drugstore cowboy when 
he believes he is becoming sentimental 
during a dance. Otherwise “Mee-neu” is 
a perfectly normal gentleman cat that 
does not hesitate to pounce on an un- 
wary mouse or playfully catch at one’s 
ankles and tear the best silk hose. 

< 


The Byrd ships, all ice scarred and 
dirty, are tied up over at the Teboe Yacht 
Basin, in Brooklyn. Detailed to guard 
them from a curious and souvenir hunt- 
ing public is a squad of Marines from the 
Brooklyn Navy Yard. Pacing back and 
forth under the blazing July sun the job 
is anything but desirable. The other day 
as one sweating and heat-ridden Marine 
was relieved he passed a bunch of Boy 
Scouts on their way to look at the ships. 
“Say,” he blurted, wiping his brow, “you 
know somebody bungled on this job. You 
can’t made me believe that it wasn’t in- 
tended for another Marine to go to the 
South Pole and a bunch o’ Boy Scouts to 
guard these scows.” 

* « 

And, just in case anyone may think 
that the U. S. Marine Corps was not well 
represented during the welcome extended 
the Byrd Expedition by the City of New 
York, this columner has a two-page letter 
from Sgt. E. J. Leonard that will tend to 
remove any such illusions. In fact, we 
learn that the sergeant himself along 
with Staff Sergeant Robert H. J. McKay 
from the Marine Flying Field at Quan- 
tico were on board the municipal tug 
“Macom” when it sailed down the bay to 
meet the explorers, and that they re- 
mained on the tug and came back up the 
bay with the welcoming party and the 
Rear Admiral and other members of his 
crew. Sergeant Leonard, who seems to 
have taken our city’s own professional 
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welcomer, Grover Whalen, for a criterion, 
then tells us that he was in on the pri- 
vate interview that Admiral Byrd gave 
the ladies and gentlemen of the press in 
the forward cabin of the “Macom,” and 
that Mr. Whalen and Admiral Louis de 
Steiguer also attended the interview. 
Then, not content with having been rizht 
in on the nautical side of the welcome 
home party, Sergeant Leonard had a ride 
up Broadway under all the ticker tape, 
confetti, etc., etc., tossed out by an ex- 
cited populace, and he rode right in the 
car with Staff Sergeant McKay. He also 
was one of those who had a good hand- 
shake with Master Technical Sergeant 
Czegka who tuned up Admiral Byrd's 
plane for its flight over the South Pole. 
And that, Sergeant, Leonard, sounds like 
you spent a busy day, to us. 
~ < 7 

Even as this column is being battered 
out on the old Number Five a kind and 
thoughtful providence in the form of the 
National Broadcasting Company is 
zooming around above the Sky Harbor 
Airport near Chicago, holding a micro- 
phone before it, on the trail of the Spirit 
of Chicago so that a waiting world may 
hear the roar of the record breaking air- 
plane’s propeller while it is in the actual 
process of breaking all previous records 
including its own. But, if you ask us, 
they could have taken a bit of rosin and 
string, hooked the string to the mike, and 
after making the same speeches, rubbed 
the string vigorously with the rosin, and 
the result that we are getting on this end 
of the broadcast will have been prac- 
tically the same. 


SPANISH 
AND FRENCH 
INSTRUCTORS 


The Marine Corps Institute has 
vacancies at the present time for 
two Spanish and one French in- 
structor. Only men with a thor- 
ough knowledge of either Spanish 
or French, together with a thor- 
ough knowledge of English will be 
considered in filling these vacancies. 


Men possessing the necessary 
qualifications and desiring assign- 
ment to duty as Spanish or French 
instructors should submit to the 
Director, U. S. Marine Corps In- 
stitute, Marine Barracks, Wash- 
ington, D. C., two applications set- 
ting forth their qualifications, one 
written in the language in which 
they wish to instruct, and one writ- 
ten in English. 


Successful instructors in the Ma- 
rine Corps Institute are promoted 
to non-commissioned rank (techni- 
cal warrants). 
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The official record indicates that the 
court met in one of the best cellars of 
the village of Moulainville on the evening 
of 27 Apr. 18, Judge Jerry Finnegan pre- 
siding, to sit on two important cases, one 
of John Blanc, the other of Joe Rouge. 


Testimony 


Q. Your name, please? 


A. Dan Vallon, of the Boston Vallons, 
your honor. 


Q. Are you the composer of “Parlez- 
Vous ?” 

A. No, sir. My quartet sings it, but 
somebody else wrote it. 

Q. Have you added to the verses? 


A. Well—there was a little verse about 
Pivot Brown that we made up. 

Q. Who is Pivot Brown? 

A. He’s that little Army lieutenant 
who is attached to the company for duty. 
The first night we were in this sector 
he decided the enemy was coming over 
and ordered a rocket sent up. We pro- 
ceeded to fire the rocket but he insisted 
that we tie the handle to a little tree. 
Well, orders are orders, and you can 
imagine what happened. 

Q. Tell the court just what did happen. 


A. Well, the verse we made up goes 
this-a-way— 
Now when you send a rocket up, parlez- 
vous, 
Now when you send a rocket up, parlez- 
vous, 
You tie your rocket to a tree, 
It'll carry your trench to Germanee, 
Rinky, dinky, parlez-vous. 
Q. Did the lieutenant hear this verse? 
A. No, sir. While we were composing 
it and ourselves, brushing the dirt, 
branches, and shooting-stars off our spot- 
less uniforms, he dashed back to Skipper 
Winans’ dugout. The skipper’s orderly 
told us later that the lieutenant said, 
“They’re coming over, sir; they’re com- 
ing over!”” And the skipper took a couple 
of pulls on his broken-stemmed pipe and 
replied, “Well, what did you suppose we 
were here for?” 


Q. That will be all. 
Name, please? 


A. Little Chuck O’Connor. 

Q. Were you in Paris recently? 
A. I understand I was. 

Q. Where did you stop? 


_A.I paid no attention to the traffic 
signals. 


Next witness. 


Q. I mean, where did you stay while 
there ? 

A. Well, I remember a sign over the 
door—“Hotel des Invalides.” 


Q. They didn’t allow you to stay there, 
did they? 


A. Why, certainly. I saw a lot of 
other petrified soldiers lying around in 
there, and simply lay down among them. 
They didn’t say a word. 


Q. Have you any opinion as to who 
ought to be convicted by this court? 


A. Well, we usually wind up by voting 
for Jake Stahl. 


Q. Describe your last meeting with 
him. 

A. I was sitting in the Cafe de la Paix 
with Marshall Petain, I believe his name 
was, when in came the accused. 


Q. The accused? 
A. Certainly. Jake Stahl. 
Q. Proceed. 


A. Two ravishing beauties from the 
Folies Bergere left me immediately, hol- 
lering “Quel homme! Oo la la! Quel 
homme!, and smothered Jake with kisses, 
ete. 


Q. Just a minute, Mister O’Connor. 
What do you mean by etc.? 


A. Well, the three of them got up on 
a table and did the can-can. Then they 
sang Parlez-Vous, accompanied by a 
harp. 


Q. Where’d they get the harp? 
A. That was myself. 

Q. Then what happened? 

A. I don’t quite remember. 


Q. Describe these girls. Did they ap- 
pear to be farmers’ daughters? 


A. Well, I never saw such appetites. 
Q. Were they fair? 
A. Fair! They were perfect! 


Q. What was your occupation before 
enlisting, Mister O’Connor? 


A. I had a position splitting peas in a 
soup factory. 


Judge Finnegan’s Verdict 


It appears quite unlikely that the 
identity of the man who composed “Par- 
lez-Vous” will ever be clearly established. 
Suspicion points its grim finger in the 
general direction of Bill Crabbe, but 
secret investigation has established that 
he was in Jake Stahl’s galley at the time. 


Davy Bates has also been indicted for 
the offense, but he has proven that (a) 
he is a ventriloquist and (b) that he 
can’t carry a tune, let alone write one. 


As the court sees it, there is nothing 
for it but to reprimand Herb Vest for 
bursting into a dugout the other night 
hollering “Gas! I’m twenty minutes late 
already!” and then to proceed to open 
these two important cases of John Blanc 
and Joe Rouge. Kindly state your 
preference, gentlemen. 


Thirty-nine 


No. 22—Kangaroo Court 
at Moulainville 


THEN THEY SANG 
PARLEY-VOUS — 
ACCOMPANIED BY 
A HARP 
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RUGBY NOTES 

Plans have been completed by Major 
Brewster, athletic officer of the Corps, to 
organize an all-Marine rugby squad at 
Bremerton this Fall. The assembly date 
has been set for August 15th and the 
best playing material available will be 
transferred to Bremerton for the season 
of play. Captain Harry Liversedge, who 
so successfully introduced the game to 
the Marines in China, will be at the 
coaching helm, and the following men 
will form the veteran nucleus of the 
squad: Burk, Williby, Stokes, Morgan, 
Jergens, Felt, Wilcox, Sweeney, Trumble, 
Maris, Fiese, Maulding, Brodbeck, Zim- 
merman, Wingo, Anderson, Hughes, Cos- 
tello and Moe. It is also hoped to have 
Lawless, Cogsdell, Lewandowski, and 
Travres in the line-up, together with such 
new material from China and Philadel- 
phia as looked promising during last sea- 
son’s play. 


The Canadian rugby players and offi- 
cials are very enthusiastic over the pos- 
sibilities of international competition 
against the Marine rugby team this fall. 
An article published in the Vancouver 
Sun last month stressed the benefits of 
such competition and assured the Leath- 
erneck ruggerites hard and friendly com- 
petition when they take the field against 
our northern neighbors. 


Not alone are we assured of plenty of 
competition beyond the northern border, 
but the West Yorkshire Regiment sta- 
tioned in Bermuda is anxious to play us 
next Spring. From Canada to Bermuda, 
to England, to Los Angeles in 1932, 
would represent a record schedule for 
distance traveled and type of competi- 
tion engaged, but as the recruiters boast, 
“Marines Travel,” and mayhap our rugby 
team may yet take on that journey. 


* « * 


The immediate possibilities for our 
Fall schedule will include games against 
a visiting Japanese team, and against 
the 16th Canadian Scottish, Oak Bay 
Wanderers, and United Services or Navy. 


* * 


A sample of the cooperation to be ex- 
pected across the border is shown by the 
following remarks contained in a letter 
from Mr. H. J. Ketchen, Hon. Sec. B. C. 
Rugby Union: “Anything I can do to 
assist will be a pleasure and you can 
rely absolutely on all here being solid 
behind you.” 


Second Lieutenant Gerard, well known 
as an outstanding player in China and 
at Philly, will be among the missing 
when Captain Liversedge calls the roll 


August 15th. Gerard is now sea-going 
aboard the “Idaho,” and in addition there 
is a new Gerard coach in the person of 
Mrs. Gerard who will have something to 
say about his traveling around with the 
rugby squad. Arch will be missed. 


With additional emphasis being placed 
on international sport competition every 
year, and with Marines traveling the 
world over in connection with their many 
duties, it is indeed fitting that we have 
adopted a type of football which we can 
play in almost any country. No class of 
athletic representatives are better quali- 
fied to take part in international compe- 
tition than are the Leathernecks. 


BATTING AVERAGES FOR 1930 


How They Hit on the Home Lot 


Player AB H RBI Pct 
Sadler 56 25 9 446 
Almand 14 6 9 428 
Lusignan 56 22 9 393 
Young 52 20 «613 385 
Smith 34 13 3 382 
Lock 88 30 13 .340 
Casey 28 4 .322 
Kidd 22 7 5 318 
Gorman 105 33. 314 
Sullivan 80 25 il 313 
Ware 50 15 6 .300 
Cather 37 10 8 270 
Tolan 80 20 13 250 
Couch 18 4 2 222 
Billingsley 10 2 1 200 
Hyman 25 3 0 120 
Wheeler 0 0 0 000 
Yanshak 13 0 0 C00 


768 244 120 

These batting averages are compiled from 
the home games, including the second 
Washington College game of May 17, 1930 


MARINE NETTERS IN SECOND 
ROUND 

First round matches were brought to a 
close in the Marine Corps Base tennis 
tournament when five contests were 
played off yesterday on the base courts. 
The second round starts Monday. 

Two of the matches went three sets 
before a decision was reached, although 
practically all of the tussles were hard 
fought. 

In the feature engagements, Lieuten- 
ant McHenry defeated Bedino, 8-6, 6-3, 
and Whipple downed Rosenoff, 6-4, 1-6, 
7-5. Other results, reported by Coach 
Johnny Blewett, follow: 

Whipple df. Rosenoff, 6-4, 1-6, 7-5. 

Shaft df. Miller, 6-1, 6-4. 

Lieutenant McHenry df. Bedino, 8-6, 
6-3. 

Turner df. Crecion, 6-4, 6-3. 

Neil df. Hurst, 4-6, 6-0, 6-1. 

—San Diego Union, July 4th, 1930. 
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SHORTS ON SPORTS 


Ogden, Utah, May 12, 1930, Primo 
Carnera, Italian heavyweight, knocked 
out three boxers in five minutes of ac- 
tivity here. He disposed of Jack Silver 
of Seattle, Washington, former blue 
jacket and ex-Navy champ, in _ two 
minutes; Al Dawson of Ogden in two 
minutes and five seconds, and Ed Welk 
of Mendon, N. D., in one minute. 

Ed Welk is an ex-Marine and was hon- 
orably discharged upon expiration of en- 
listment, May, 1925, at the Marine Base, 
San Diego, California. The former Leath- 
erneck fights under the name of Freddie 
Welch. 

Jimmy Levey, who is with Wichita 
Falls and robbing good batters out of 
base hits in the short stop territory, 
figured in the new league record of seven 
double plays in one game. The Sport- 
ing News of St. Louis, Mo., says of 
Levey: “Doubtless there never was a 
short stop in the league who covered 
more territory than Levey and he has 
been consistently brilliant.” 

“Big Ed” Morris, ex-Marine, on the 
pitching staff of the Boston Red Sox, 
has been hurling some good ball for his 
outfit. He rates third on the pitching 
records for the club. 

* * 

London, Feb. 27 (By Associated 
Press).—Considerate fellows are those 
Marines. The Scottish guards proposed 
a bayonet contest. “We might hurt some 
of you fellows,” said the Marines. In- 
stead there is to be a shoot between 
teams from the Marines and the Queen 
Victoria rifles. 

* * * * 

Ex-Sergeant Ted Snyder, formerly of 
the U. S. S. “Mississippi” Marine Guard, 
and former all-Navy heavyweight boxing 
champ for the three years he served 
afloat, 1923-24-25, is now a popular mem- 
ber of the Long Beach fire department 
of Los Angeles, California. Ted has 
aided the amateur game considerably by 
his untiring efforts in training the local 
youngsters. When not saving lives or 
putting out fires the big ex-Marine can 
nearly always be found working out with 
a number of the boys at the engine 
house. 

* 

April, 1930.—Listed under the head of 
comebacks is Nate Goldman, the veteran 
Kensington, Pa., red head, who punched 
out an eight-round decision over young 
Ketchell of Chester, Pa. 

Goldman gained his fame as a Marine 
about twelve years ago. He fought them 
all, in the service or out, and will be long 
remembered by the sailors of the U. S. 
Battle Fleet. 

The former Leatherneck served with 
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the Marine Guard, U. S. S. “Idaho,” and 
fought in the lightweight class. In 1923 
Goldman knocked out Lefty Lou Fendler 
of Philadelphia, a feat Benny Leonard 
failed to accomplish a few months 
previous in a championship bout. 

Goldman and Ketchell have been re- 
matched for another go at the Boxing 
Arena, Chester, Pa. 


QUANTICO QUARTET IN FAST POLO 
TILT WITH ARTILLERY 


The progress of the Marine Corps Rid- 
ing and Polo Association since its insti- 
tution at Quantico in July, 1929, has deen 
gratifying. Although the polo team lost 
its first game this season, and were able 
only to tie the second, much hope is held 
out for their development into a for- 
midable machine in the near future. 

It will be remembered that the Marines 
went into the Washington invitation 
tournament and drew for their first op- 
ponents the strong aggregation from the 
Infantry School, who promptly proceeded 
to give the Quantico players a first-class 
licking to the tune of 24 to 6; the Ma- 
rines’ six, by the way, was awarded by 
handicap. Incidentally this same In- 
fantry School team fought its way to 
the finals and was beaten by only a one- 
goal margin. 

Later the Marines journeyed to Pikes- 
ville where they met the 110th Field Ar- 
tillery, who trimmed them to the tune of 
14to1. This last game occurred on June 
28th, just one week prior to the series 
under discussion. So, when the Marine 
team met the same line-up from the 
110th F. A. on July 4th and 6th, and lost 
to them by one goal in the first game and 
held them to a tie in the second, it is safe 
to say that some improvement is taking 
place somewhere, as well as it is safe to 
predict that in the not far distant future 
a Marine Corps polo team will be able to 
give an account of itself that its sup- 
porters may well be proud of. 

The first game, played on July 4th, be- 
fore a large crowd, was replete with 
thrills furnished by hard riding and ac- 
curate hitting, although the game was at 
the same time marred by what may be 
considered a minimum of fouls. There 
was very little individual starring on the 
part of the Marine team, a circumstance 
which is encouraging to those who are 
familiar with the game; for, be it known, 
a polo team is not made up of four stars, 
or, like teams of some other branches of 
sport, built around some individual whose 
play is of outstanding character. Rather, 
a good polo team is composed of four 
players who help each other to the limit, 
and of whom, as an authority on the 
game has said: “No one cares who makes 
the goals, so long as they are made.” 

For the visitors Captain Schmidt, the 
team captain, kept his team well in hand 
and played a steady, consistent and in- 
spiring game, being always where wanted 
at the proper time. The stick work of 
Captain Fenton and Captain Foote was 
also worthy of note. 

_ In the second game there was a change 
in the line-up of the Marine team. Cap- 
tain Brown relieved Major Potts at back, 
while Captain Brown’s old position at 
“two” was filled by Private Hayes, and 
right ably, too. Although the majority 
of the actual goals scored were credited 
to Lieutenant Ferguson, who played a 
beautiful game at the “three” position, 
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note must be taken of the unspectacular 
but effective work of Captain Brooks at 
“one” and of Private Hayes at “two.” 

Captain Brooks was always on the job. 
He was at all times where he was ex- 
pected to be and never overlooked an op- 
portunity to carry the attack a little 
farther into the enemy territory. 

He performed admirably the para- 
mount duty of a good number “one,” 
which is to prevent the opposing back 
from getting to the ball. 

Private Hayes was conspicuous for his 
aggressive riding and hard hitting. His 
passes were noteworthy in that they were 
always directed, and usually traveled 
to the place where a member of his side 
could receive them. It may be said that 
his play was a bit on the dangerous side, 


FIRST LIEUT. MORRIS L. SHIVELY 
May 25, 1930, at Shanghai, China, winner 
of the Marine Corps Challenge Cup in 
competition held under the auspices of 
the Shanghai Rifle Association, at the 
Hongkew Rifle Range, Shanghai, China, 
with a score of 188 out of a possible 200, 
against a field of 50 competitors from 
British Defence Forces, Shanghai Volun- 
teer Corps, and civilian marksmen. 


but this may be attributed to the fact 
that he was playing his first game with 
the team and consequently he was 
anxious to let nothing get by him. 

Had it not been for the effective and 
unselfish work of these two forwards it 
is doubtful if the team would have been 
as successful as it was. 

The reader will note that there was for 
the first time an enlisted man playing on 
the team. Although this procedure may 
be considered unusual, it must be remem- 
bered that it is not without precedent. 
Several teams in the mounted services 
of the Army number among their best 
players non-commissioned officers and 
privates, and it is safe to assume that, 
when they have developed the necessary 
facility, there will be an increasing num- 
ber of enlisted players in the first string. 

The line-up and scores in detail of the 
two games follows: 
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FIRST GAME 


110th F. A. Marines. 
Lt. M. Mason 

Maj. Koontz ....No.1.... Capt. Brooks 
Capt. Foote..... Capt. Brown 
Capt. Schmidt...No.3..... Lt. Ferguson 
Capt. Fenton....Back....... Maj. Potts 


Capt. Jeschke 

Score by chuckers: 
123 4 5 6 Tol 
Marines ...... 1 
Goals: 110th F. A.—Capt. Schmidt (2), 
Capt. Foote (2), Capt. Fenton (2). Ma- 
rines—Capt. Brooks (2), Lt. Ferguson 

(3). 


SECOND GAME 


110th F. A. Marines. 
Maj. Koontz ....No.1.... Capt. Brooks 
Capt. Fodte..... Pvt. Hayes 
Capt. Schmidt...No.3.... Lt. Ferguson 
Capt. Fenton....Back..... Capt. Brown 


Score by chuckers: 
23.4 4.8 
110th F. A..... 0 202 0 2—6 
Marines ...... 10122 Oe 6 


Goals: 110th F. A.—Capt. Schmidt (5), 
Capt. Fenton (1). Marines—-Lt. Fergu- 
son (5), Pvt. Hayes (1). 


This game was called at the end of 
the regular sixth chucker on account of 
lack of ponies on both sides. Had there 
been sufficient mounts to continue the 
game, extra chuckers would have been 
played until one side scored a goal. 

Major Potts, Captain Jeschke and Cap- 
tain Brown have been members of the as- 
sociation since its organization, at which 
time Major Potts, Captain Brown, and 
Lieutenant Boyden were elected board of 
governors. 

Lieutenant Ferguson, who last year 
represented Peiping in the Interport Polo 
series of China, is no novice at this 
kingly sport. Before his entrance into 
the Marine Corps he played one year 
with Virginia Military Institute, meeting 
such teams as Harvard, Princeton and 
Cornell. 


INTER-POST LEAGUE 
By Cpl. Cliff House 


A Ten Pin League sponsored by the 
Marine Corps Base at San Diego, with 
seven company teams and one officers’, 
closed with Casual Company No. 1 win- 
ning 32 out of a possible 35 points. The 
team, composed of Buechner (captain), 
Kafka, Meinhardt, Gagnor and Felt, 
trimmed six of their rivals to the tune 
of 5 points and lost 3 out of 5 points to 
the Fifth Battery when that team, led by 
Skoda and Baze, threatened to break all 
records in the base alleys. The Officers 
were successful in beating six of the 
teams, ending in second position, win- 
ning 28 out of 35 points, dropping 5 
points to Casual Company No. 1, and one 
to the Fifth Battery and Recruit Depot. 
The close competition for individual 
prizes provided for the individual scor- 
ing the greatest number of pins during 
league play, and the highest single game, 
created keen interest. The former was 
finally won by Buechner with a score of 
3817 pins during league play and the lat- 
ter by Baze, his high game being 237, 2 
pins better than Buechner’s 235, who 
managed to beat Kafka’s 233. This 
tournament offered many men an oppor- 
tunity to learn the art of getting the ball 
with accuracy down the alley, and 
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marked improvement was noticed be- 
tween the scores turned in at the open- 
ing and termination of the league. 
Final standings: 
Ww. L. P.Av. 


Casual Company No. 1 32 3 812 


Headquarters Co. .... 22 18 £7598 
Recruit Depot ....... 17 18 745 
Sixth Battery ....... 16 19 719 
Fifth Engineers ..... 10 25 £666 
Casual Company No. 2 9 26 645 
Service Company .... 6 29 696 
Individual leading rollers: 

G. Av. 
Buechner, Casual No. 1..... 21 182 
House, Headquarters ..... 21 174 
Gayer, Recruit Depot...... 21 172 
Kafka, Casual No. 1....... 21 168 
Crecion, Headquarters ..... 18 167 


MARINES WIN BOWLING 
TOURNAMENT 


By Cpl. Cliff House 


Under the leadership of Sergeant 
Harry H. Gayer the San Diego Marine 
Corps Base Bowling team won the initial 
Eleventh Naval District ten pin tourna- 
ment, winning 34 out of a possible 50 
points. The team started slow by drop- 
ping 4 out of 5 points to the U. S. 8. 
“Melville” and then under Gayer’s coach- 
ing improved to take the lead in the first 
round by capturing 5 points from the 
U.S. S. “Altair,” Fort Rosecrans and the 
Destroyer Base. With the transfer of 
Balbaugh the team was unable to sign 
up another good roller and lost to the 
U. S. S. “Medusa” to go into a tie with 
that team for first place. With en- 
couragement emanating from the side- 
lines, the team regained the lead by tak- 
ing 3 points from Fort Rosecrans, while 
the “Medusa” lost to the “Altair,” and 
in the final play the Marines took five 
points from the Destroyer Base. A 
trophy was presented to the team and 
gold medals were presented to Gayer, Cre- 
cion, House, Buechner and Balbaugh of 
the Marine team by the Sunshine Recrea- 
tion Company where the tournament was 
held. Buechner of the Marines was given 
a gold medal for the high individual 
series of 648. 


Final standings: 
Played W. L. Pin Av. 
U. S. Marines... 50 34 16 852 
U. S. S. “Altair” 50 28 22 826 
U.S.S. “Medusa” 50 27 23 824 
Ft. Rosecrans.. 50 26 24 #830 
U.S.S. “Melville” 50 21 29 £812 
Destroyers Base 50 14 36 787 


Winning teams individual averages: 
Average Games 


This tournament, sponsored by the 
Army and Navy Y. M. C. A., has cer- 
tainly been appreciated by all. The man- 
ner in which the men conducted them- 
selves throughout the league has been 
a credit to all branches of the service. 
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BOOKS—PASSING IN REVIEW 


A QUARTERLY INSPECTION OF SERVICE LITERATURE 


By FRANK HUNT RENTFROW 


Prenatal Life of the A. E. F. 


IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN LOST, by 
Thomas Celement Lonergan (G. B. 
Putnam’s Sons), $3.50. 


In this rather esoteric and somewhat 
profound volume we have the story of the 
birth of the American Expeditionary 
Force, and the struggle of General 
Pershing to keep it from being absorbed 
by our allies. It is, as the author states, 
the authentic narrative of the diplomatic 
and military negotiations that were car- 
ried out in the attempts of both France 
and England to incorporate our troops 
into their own weakened divisions. 

The contents goes little further than a 
series of letters and communications. All 
these center on the possible fusion of the 
Americans into the ranks of either the 
French or the British. The chief interest 
of the letters is the many different ways 
in which the same thing can be said. 
Each couched in different words, equivo- 
cal to their own advantage, the communi- 
eations reveal the desperate straits in 
which the allies were placed. All are to 
the same point. The British needed 
more manpower, new life breathed into 
their own dying battalions. They pleaded 
that brigades, battalions, regiments, al- 
most companys, be furnished them from 
American soil. And through it all Gen- 
eral Pershing remained obdurate in his 
decision to preserve the national identity 
of the American soldiers. It was not 
his purpose to permit the Anglicization 
of his units. The pressure directed 
against him was almost unendurable. 
How he withstood it is most amazing. 

Our country has never been noted for 
diplomatic achievement. Somehow or 
other we have succeeded in steering clear 
of such entanglements, and Colonel 
Lonergan ably presents the almost help- 
less situation we were in. With both the 
French and the British crying for our 
troops, and General Pershing and Ameri- 
can sentiment demanding the mainte- 
nance of a separate American force, it 
required a delicate policy of refusal to 
keep from offending either of our allies. 

Most of the British war heads realized 
our position. They asked only for a 
temporary inclusion of American units 
into the British. These were to be re- 
turned upon the organization of Ameri- 
ean divisions capable of entering the 
lines as a fighting force. To comply with 
this request seems like a simple matter, 
but General Pershing pointed out that in- 
asmuch as infantrymen and machine 
gunners were most needed by the British, 
it would defeat his purpose of forming 
American divisions if only such troops 
were transported. Logic was met with 
logic, and in the meantime, very slowly, 
our divisions were transported to Europe. 

The volume is so finely built up, so 
compact, that there is hardly a quotable 
portion. Each is dependent upon pre- 
ceding statements. We can hardly 
recommend it for general reading, and 
we doubt seriously if the author, who 
was formerly a Lieutenant-Colonel, Gen- 
eral Staff, A. E. F., intended his work to 
be other than for the use of students, and 
possibly a plea for better organization in 
the case of a similar crisis. 
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HISTORY OF THE FIRST BATTALION 
OF U. S. MARINES, By John H. 
Clifford (Privately Printed), $ .75. 

Mr. John H. Clifford, a former member 
of Company D, First Battalion of U. §. 
Marines, has sketched in his slender vol- 
ume a thorough but concise account of 
the activities of that organization. It 
begins with the blowing up of the U. §S. 
S. “Maine,” and continues through the 
landing at Guantanamo Bay to a final 
peace. 

It is more than a history, it is a per- 
sonal account of one who shared the 
hardships and glories of these men. In 
places it appears somewhat disconnected, 
but on the whole it is a very readable ac- 
count of a hazardous adventure. 

There are humorous anecdotes, too, 
such as the one entitled “In Swimming.” 

“One hot day in July two companies 
were washing their clothes at the beach. 
After their clothes were washed and laid 
out on the hot sandy beach to dry, the 
boys decided to have a swim. They were 
all enjoying themselves, as one other 
company was on watch, when suddenly 
there came a few stray Spanish mauser 
rifle shots at the boys in the water. The 
company soon opened fire in the direc- 
tion that the shots came from, but there 
was not another shot fired after that. 
It was funny when the boys in the water 
heard the Spanish rifle fire, they got ex- 
cited and rushed out, some looking for 
their rifles, some looking for their 
clothes, one fellow hid behind an empty 
barrel, another behind a hard tack can, 
one behind sand bags and the remainder 
of the company behind the large pile of 
stores. It was as good as a circus.” 

Copies of this history can be obtained 
by sending seventy-five cents in money 
order or check to Mr. John Clifford, 301 
Aldrich Road, Portsmouth, N. H. 


A Leatherneck’s War 


ONE MAN’S WAR, By Corporal J. E. 
Rendinell and George Pattullo (J. H. 
Sears & Company). 


Unfortunately the introduction to this 
book occupies only ten short pages as 
against nearly eighteen times as much 
rambling discourse concerning the activi- 
ties of one Corporal Joe E. Rendinell, 
narrated in diary and letter form. There 
is nothing in it that hasn’t been told 
many times before, and told far more in- 
terestingly. Mr. Pattullo, who penned 
the introduction, and whose greatest 
fault lies in his fulsome enthusiasm, 
says: “His diary, ungrammatical, illiter- 
ate, with spelling often incorrect, has in 
its simplicity a majesty and dramatic 
range that is remarkable.” 

It is all that, ungrammatical and 
illiterate, but it leaves one with the im- 
pression that Mr. Rendinell has gone out 
of his way to appear uneducated, a sort 
of expedient to deliver a punch. 

If such were his purpose he was suc- 
cessful in only a few instances. There 
are flashes of brilliance, carried over by 
sheer brutality and force of words, but 
they scarcely compensate one for wading 
through page after page to reach them. 
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THE BROADCAST 


(Continued from page 21) 


scrubbing the deck, polishing bright- 
work and swabbing paint work. Some 
of the boys even go so far as to beg the 
Police Sergeant, McSweeney, to allow 
them to take a paint-work rag to bed 
with them and swab the overhead im- 
mediately above their hammock. As yet, 
he has not permitted it but comforts 
them with the thought that it may be 
done during their next forty-eight off 
duty. 

So long, everybody. The “Saratoga” 
Marines will fly again in the next issue 
of “The Leatherneck.” 


2,000,000 GALLON RESERVOIR FOR 
QUANTICO MARINES 
By Corporal Geo. W. Ziehl 


The Allen J. Saville Contracting Com- 
pany of Richmond, Virginia, has been 
awarded the contract amounting to $50,- 
000.00 for the construction of the rein- 
forced concrete reservoir here. This pro- 
ject when completed will be a decided 
improvement over the present wooden 
tanks. The size of the reservoir will be 
200 feet by 80 feet with a depth of about 
21 feet. The work consists of a rein- 
forced concrete reservoir, piping in- 
cluded, earthwork, concrete work, steel 
and iron piping and a liquid level re- 
ecorder with wiring. The work will in- 
clude connections to the existing twelve 
inch cast iron water main as well as an 
installation of the necessary valves to 
enable the filling of the tank either from 
the pumping station or from the pros- 
pective deep well. 

The same company has also been 
awarded a contract in the amount of 
$24,198.00 for the alteration and re- 
modeling of the bachelor officers’ quar- 
ters. The Mechanical Engineering and 
Construction Corporation of Washington, 

C., were awarded a contract amount- 
ing to $17,433.00 for the alterations to 
the Marine Barracks. There will be quite 
a lot of construction work in progress 
during the next year, totaling approxi- 
mately $3,000,000.00. The Marine Base 
under the command of Major General 
Smedley D. Butler will soon be taking on 
the appearance of a very large college 
to the many transients passing through 
Quantico. 


MARINE CORPS EXPEDITIONARY 
FORCES, SHANGHAI, CHINA 


May 23.—The Fourth Marines Pistol 
team, led by Captain James E. Snow, U. 
S. M. C., defeated the Shanghai Munici- 
pal Police team in a friendly match, by 
the score of 686 to 568. Captain W. W. 
Ashurst was high man for the Marines 
with 141. Lieutenant M. L. Snively, 
Lieutenant L. C. Goudeau, Lieutenant F. 
J. MeQuillen, Ch. Marine Gunner L. Jen- 
sen, and Captain J. E. Snow were team 
members. 


* * * * 


May 25.—First Lieutenant M. L. 
Shively, Fourth Marines, won the Marine 
Corps Challenge Cup in a rifle match 
held by the Shanghai Rifle Association, 
with a score of 188 out of a possible 200. 
About 50 competitors were entered in 
this match. This is the third year in 
succession that a member of the Fourth 
Marines has won this match. 
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May 27.—The non-commissioned offi- 
cers’ club elected the following new offi- 
cers: President, Q. M. Sergeant George 
S. Furey; Secretary, First Sergeant T. C. 
Burton; Treasurer, Supply Sergeant E. 
R. Cox. 

~ 

May 28.—The Fourth Marines baseball 
team defeated the team from the U. S. S. 
“Henderson,” 12 to 0. Batteries for Ma- 
rines: Kimball and Long; and Fogleman 
and Smith. Maddes with 4 hits, Haney 
with 3 out of 3, and Fogleman with 2, 
were the heavy hitters. 

May 31.—The Matsuyamama Commer- 
cial School baseball team from Kobe, 
Japan, won a game of baseball from the 
Fourth Marines, 9 to 7. Batteries for 
Marines: Brown, Welch and Long and 
Fogleman. The Japs outfielded the Ma- 
rines and took advantage of every bobble 
to put across runs and the game. 

The Fourth Marines swimming team 
defeated the swimming team from the U. 
S. S. “Pittsburgh,” 44 to 36, in the third 
and deciding meet. Loomis, Alex. Sev- 
erin, Gill, Takely, Jester, Burnell, Tasch- 
ler and Merrill competed for the Marines. 

The 27th Company of the First Bat- 
talion won the Regimental Mess Pennant 
for the month of May, 1930. Captain M. 
J. Batchelder commands the 27th Com- 
pany. 

PHILLY RUGGERITES SHOWN IN 
MOVIES 


In a new Grantland Rice Sound Sport- 
lirht film just released by Pathe entitled 
“Sporting Brothers,” the Marine rugby 
team organized this Spring at the Phila- 
delvhia Barracks is featured. The film 
depicts action in the three most popular 
types of football as plaved in this coun- 
trv, offering a contrast between the vlav 
of soccer, ruebv. and American football. 

Maior C. S. Baker, who is an ardent 
booster for the development of rugby in 
the Marine Corns, furnished the idea to 
Rice for this release, and millions of peo- 
ple who had little real idea concerning 
the basic differences between the games 
will have opnortunity to compare them 
threugh viewing this interestine film. 

The fact that the Marine-New York 
Club game was chosen as the medium of 
illustrating rugby as plaved in this coun- 
trv, is a bie boost for Marine Corps ath- 
letic activities, and should do much to 
stimulate country-wide interest in Leath- 
erneck sports. 

It is hoped to get 100% distribution of 
this film at all stations where Marines 
are on dutv, for with the rueby game 
officially adopted as a Marine Corps ma- 
jor sport. everv Marine should be given 
opportunity to learn the ruebv code from 
a spectator’s standpoint, at least. 


OPTOMETRISTS GET EYFEFUL OF 
CRACK MARINE RESERVE 
PLATOON 


By Pfc. Lawton G. Meredith 


Boston. Mass. (Special to The Leather- 
neck).—The entertainment committee for 
the entertainment of the delegates to the 
thirty-third annual congress of The 
American Optical Association, now in 
session in this citv, were searching for 
something novel for the night of June 
19, when most of the delecates would vet 
together at the Hotel Statler for the 
principal banquet of the session. Some- 
body told Vincent E. Reardon, the chair- 
man of the entertainment committee, 
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about the excellent work done by a drill 
platoon from the Marine Reserve, during 
the American Legion Military Ball at 
The Statler during the winter. It was 
only a matter of time before the drill 
team put on the “request number.” 
Maybe that audience wasn’t appreciative! 
As the platoon under the command of 
Marine Gunner Arthur L. Andrews 
marched into the ballroom, the spectators 
burst into applause so loud that requests 
for silence, so that the commands might 
be heard better, were drowned out. The 
men in the drill team, though, hardly 
needed commands to perform the drill. 
They have put in so many extra drills 
that they could probably do the whole 
thing perfectly with earmuffs and blind- 
folds. As the platoon marched off the 
ballroom floor the audience again burst 
into thunderous applause and the or- 
chestra swung into the stirring bars of 
the Marine Hymn. 

As the platoon came into company 
front, prior to dismissal, the president of 
the association (unable to get the name) 
complimented the men on the excellent 
appearance they had made and among 
his remarks said that “every man of 
them was a credit to the uniform and to 
the Corps and that the excellent showing 
they had made was proof.” 


NAVAL TORPEDO STATION, 
NEWPORT, R. I. 
By X. 

Strike up the band, Newport now going 
on the air! The two new officers to ar- 
rive lately were Captain G. E. Betts and 
Second Lieutenant V. Usera. For the 
short time they have been here we must 
say they are a very good pair of officers. 
Our Commanding Officer is Major John 
L. Doxey. First Sgt. J. W. Scott and 
Pfe. W. J. Scheffer handle all the office 
work. A very good office force, even if 
we must say so. In the Quartermaster 
we have Q. M. Set. M. R. Scott and his 
efficient helper, Jimmy Ryan, the Pfc. 

The station baseball team, composed 
of Marines and sailors, is at present 
leading the Sunset League, which is com- 
posed of civilians living in the “Wonder 
City” of Newport. Corporal Boyd, Pfes. 
Moore and Harrington and Private Bell 
are the chief mainstays of the team. 
Without them—well, we probably would 
not be printing baseball news in this 
issue. 

The new sergeants to arrive were 
Wiley and Wilson. Wiley is better known 
to some of his old time buddies as “Pop” 
—and how he loves that name! For 
future war arguments see Wiley and 
Wilson. 

Sergeant Dickson, our “Give me liberty 
or give me death” sergeant, has at last 
been convinced that he can no longer 
snow the girls under in this part of town. 
Our advice to you, Dick, would be to try 
Middletown, the home of Charley Ryer- 
son’s chickens. Oh, yes, Sergeant Ryer- 
son, recently retired, has an addition to 
his growing chicken farm. A bouncing 
baby boy was left at his home some time 
ago. Now Charley is all smiles. We 
hope he grows up to be a sergeant-major, 
Charley. 

Sergeant Yelanich, the police sergeant 
extraordinary, has at last found some- 
thing that makes him smile. She’s from 
Newport, too. 

Sergeant (Half Pint) Murphy has 
taken over the canteen, relieving Pfc. 
Reith, who went to Nicaragua, his native 
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land. Oh, how she misses you, blue eyes! 
But Dinty Moore is holding down where 
you left off. 

Sergeant Richards will now say some- 
thing dirty. “‘Fall River’—atta boy, 
Pee Wee.” Corporal Buhr went to Gould 
Island to relieve Corporal Chew, who has 
been paid off. Also, Corporal Roy was 
paid off. Roy will be remembered as the 
lad who made them sit up and take notice 
in the art of basketball. A wonderful 
athlete, this person Roy. We wish you 
the best of luck on the outside. 

This post of late is becoming one of 
“them come and go places.” Always 
men coming and going and it is getting 
hard to know the new faces. Where are 
all you long timers? 

Schwartz and Moore have purchased a 
Nash automobile and now they seem to 
own fisherman’s road. Private Schwartz 
sure likes his fish. But he has been 
monkeying with a certain clamdigger 
and is now trying to even circumstances 
with this certain party in Fall River. 
As we go to press, Schwartz has found 
out that it doesn’t pay to try beating an 
old timer at his own game. 

Corporal Roeland now speaks. “Be- 
ing a single man and a married man is 
to do different things. Well, I prefer to 
announce that I am taking an easy way 
out of the whole thing. Boys, I’m going 
into matrimony with my eyes open. Who 
said love is love blind? Now, listen, 
Gang, this don’t mean that the whole 
crowd comes up and tries to snow my 
“future” under. The drinks are all on 
me, though.” 

Now let’s get back to the privates. At 
the start we must say that our chief run- 
about should be Private Leddick for this 
month. Leddick, bye the bye, just came 
from Brooklyn, where he was the sheik 
of the town. In walking through the 
burg he noticed a pretty looking girl, so 
now the rest of the boys can feel safe. 
Privates Cahn and Jensen are running 
a race to see which one will be the first 
to see the Police Sergeant. And how 
they love our Police Sergeant—G-r-r-r! 
They are also still giving Leddick a race 
for pretty girls—when it comes to snap- 
shots. 

In closing, Corporal Buhr will now sing 
“Everything is under two inches, so give 
us a break.” 


SHIP, NEW YORK 
By Corporal “Hank” Miller 

Until now our name has not appeared 
in print and I think it is about time we 
had our say. No? 

Well, the Brig, “Hotel De Bars,” is a 
five-story brick building ideally situated 
at the other end of the yard, Alli no mas 
from Cumberland Street Gate. 

Our present strength is two officers 
and forty-seven enlisted and we have ac- 
commodations for approximately one 
hundred and thirty guests, if you know 
what I mean. 

Our able commanding officer, Captain 
Ralph R. Robinson, joined us in Decem- 
ber, "29, from the West Coast. We hope 
to have him with us for a long time. 
Second in command is Second Lieutenant 
Mortimer S. Crawford, recently joined 
from Nicaragua. 

First Sergeant Irvin S. McClay, our 
new Top, has landed from the Virgin 
Islands and has the situation well in 
hand. He relieved First Sergeant 
Charles W. Case, who was transferred to 
a brand new ship and detachment, U. S. 
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S. “Houston.” Luck to the old Salt. 
Sorry there’s no ball diamond aboard. 

Sgt. Arthur Hagen, understudy to the 
Top, still holds the endurance record as 
telephone conversationalist: one hour, 
plus. But why not? He doesn’t drop 
the nickels. 

“Like a baby cries for its bottle” is 
the way our Police and Property Ser- 
geant, Julius Grossman, cries for his 
paint. Here’s hoping that the supply be- 
comes exhausted soon, for everything is 
continually being smeared up—no, 1 
didn’t say painted. He is also a very 
efficient social secretary. Quite fre- 
quently a squad or two are invited to a 
tea party, or such. Ask some of the 
boys about the Bronx Tea Party. 

Now for a genius in the way of promo- 
tion and selling of OWLS, etc., retrieving 
lost property and being married without 
knowing it. His name appears on the 
rolls as Pfe. Frank G. Reiner. An asset 
to the command. 

Pfe. Owen F. McCabe is still wonder- 
ing when he can get his Pfc. warrant 
confirmed. 

Corporal Lahman and Pfc. Shackel- 
ford say they now understand why a cer- 
tain park on Long Island was named 
Broad Channels. Forget the “Channels” 
part and make “Broad” plural. 

Since etiquette calls for briefness in 
our first attempt, we will sign off until 
next issue. And until then— 
MARINES PARTICIPATE IN DEDI- 
CATION—301 RESERVE COMPANY 

AIDS AMERICAN LEGION 
By Pfc. Lawton G. Meredith 

Boston, Mass. (Special to The Leather- 
neck).—The 30lst Company, having 
made such an excellent appearance dur- 
ing the past when it turned out by spe- 
cial request of various Legion posts in 
and around Boston, was again called 
upon to give its services by the Cecil W. 
Fogg Post No. 73, of the American 
Legion, on the occasion of their dedicat- 
ing a Memorial Park in Hyde Park. 
Needless to say, the company was on 
deck in dress blues with shining brass 
and white hats, gloves and belts, creating 
quite a contrast to the olive drab of_a 
National Guard company that repre- 
sented the Army to the same extent that 
the Marine Reserve Company repre- 
sented the Navy. Despite the combina- 
tion of extremely hot sun overhead, a 
rather long route and two bands that 
simply would not keep in step, the Ma- 
rines managed to keep up a snappy 
regulation step all during the march, 
and, as they were leading the parade, 
they had no alternative but to present 
the excellent appearance they have be- 
come so well known for. 

Upon arriving at the Memorial Park, 
the Marines were lined up facing the 
speaker’s stand, and also facing the 
park. The park appeared to be a heavily 
wooded area, with a mass of granite, 
rising to the height of a ten-story apart- 
ment house as its principal object. Upon 
this mass of granite was affixed a bronze 
plaque, telling the story of the dedica- 
tion. Local celebrities spoke on the pur- 
pose of the memorial and need for such 
memorials that future generations may 
know what the present generation had 
done for them. 

The Adjutant, Wm. J. Boudeau, of the 
Massachusetts Department of the Ameri- 
can Legion, in extending the thanks of 
the Cecil W. Fogg Post, said in part-— 
“Comments around the district were of 
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the highest, their appearance and con- 
duct noteworthy, EVERY MAN WAS A 
CREDIT TO HIS CORPS.” 

It looks like those last two words from 
the Adjutant’s letter sort of explain the 
cause of the popularity of the 30ist 
Company—each man feels that it is his 
Corps. 


LIST OF SERGEANTS MAJOR IN THE MARINE 
CORPS ARRANGED ACCORDING TO 
SENIORITY: 

NAME DATE OF RANK 
DOLL, Joseph L. December 10, 1917 
CARTIER, Leo P. January 30, 1918 
LEONARD, Joseph J. February 11, 1918 
MOORE, Lacey April 12. 1918 
RICE. Loyd B. April 24, 1918 
HAYES, Charles J June 5, 1918 
McCUE, John D June 13, 1918 
BALL, Marvin T September 15, 1918 
FLIEY, Alexander J February 1, 1919 
10. LARN, Horace April 12, 1919 
11. MILLER, Gilbert F. May 28, 1919 
12. SCHNEIDER, Oliver M August 5, 1919 
13. LANG, Arthur J. October 27, 1919 
14. DEAN, Samuel C., Jr. November 1, 1919 
15. SWIFT, Edwin O December 27, 1919 
16. ALEXANDER, Leland H. December 30, 1919 
17. SMITH, Eugene PF. January 2, 1920 
18. McCALLUM, Charles P. January 27, 1920 
19. BASSETT, Wilfred E. February 20, 1920 
20. BLAKE, Lee April 29, 1920 
21. KLOTH, Henry T. July 3, 1920 
22. LOUDENSLAGER, Cliff R. November 29, 1920 
23. SVENSON, Carl October 11, 1923 
24. ROTHSTEIN, Nathan April 5, 1926 
25. HANFORD. Chester O. July 30, 1926 
26. GOUGH, George E. May 9, 1927 
27. HORN, August December 1, 1927 
28. CARROLL, William H. December 23, 1927 
29. VAUGHAN, Johnnie C December 23, 1927 
30. REMINGTON, Harry S June 5, 1928 
31. BROWNE, Charles H October 26, 1928 
32. HARRAH, Earl C November 13, 1928 
33. CUMMINS, Henry November 19, 1928 
34. PLUMADORE, Joseph A. January 7, 1929 
35. McFELLIN, James A. January 30, 1929 
36. RIDER, William June 1, 1929 
37. LYNCH, Patrick J July 3, 1929 
38. KARCHNER, George B. August 20, 1929 
39. ZIRWES, Charles September 1, 1929 
40. CASHMAN, Francis B. December 9, 1929 
41. WRIGHT, Ernest C December 16, 1929 
42. HENSHAW, Ralph N February 14, 1930 
43. FRITSCHE. William F February 26, 1930 
44. COX. Reynolds C March 17, 1930 
45. STRAUB, Pius March 18, 1930 


46. ATKINSON, Bennie C. May 7, 1930 
47. WHITE, Charles A. July 1, 1930 
48. NEWGARDE, Harvey 8S. July 1, 1930 


LIST OF QUARTERMASTER SERGEANTS AR- 
RANGED ACCORDING TO SENIORITY. 
QUARTERMASTER’'S DEPARTMENT. 

NAME DATE OF RANK 


1. WELLEMEYER, Wilbur M. March 14, 1908 
2. HOGAN, Frederick L. September 1, 1916 
3. MANLEY, Frank P. October 28, 1916 
4. EDWARDS, James W. December 11, 1916 
5. BASSEN, William April 11, 1917 
6. FUREY, George S April 23, 1917 
7. SEITZ, John June 8, 1917 
8. ROBERTS, Carl B. June 21, 1917 
9. SAUNDERS, Richard O. E July 3, 1917 


August 16, 1917 
October 26, 1917 
October 26, 1917 

November 19, 1917 
November 23, 1917 
December 22, 1917 

January 4, 1918 
January 11, 1918 
January 30, 1918 

February 13, 1918 
April 13, 1918 


10. NICHOL, Glenn R. 
11. McLUCKIE, Robert M 
12. ROGERS, Victor H. 
13. ROWAN, James 

14. CLARK, Eddie B 

15. HILLIER, Alfred 

16. CLIFFORD. Jack 

17. DENCH. Thomas W 
18. MILLER, Lewis O 

19. BYERS, Charles W 
20. SMITHERS, Dennis K 


21. ENTRINGER, Alexander N May 3, 1918 
22. MILLER, Morris E May 3, 1918 
23. KEMP, Robert L. May 6, 1918 
24. JACKSON, Francis M. May 8, 1918 


25. LAWRENSON, Raymond M. May 28, 1918 
26. BAKER, John W June 19, 1918 
27. DUFFEY. William H July 9, 1918 
28. CAREL,. Walter E July 26, 1918 
29. LORRAINE, Robert July 26. 1918 
30. BURNETT, Joseph A July 27. 1918 
31. DENNISON, Arthur E July 27, 1918 
32. GOODMAN, Niel C July 29, 1918 
33. HARRIS. Frank August 6, 1918 
34. REDDISH. James F September 1, 1918 
35. IMOBERSTEG, William T. September i1, 1918 
36. GOESSLER. Edward L. September 23, 1918 
37. BAILEY, Frank M. November 20, 1918 
38. OESTERLE, John PF. November 25, 1918 
39. SUTTON, William R November 25, 1918 
40. OLSON, Joseph W. January 6, 1919 
41. DAVIS, Lincolen P. February 28, 1919 
42. ELLWANGER, William G. March 6, 1919 
43. MIDDENDORFF, Herman N March 13, 1919 
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March 18, 1919 
April 2, 1919 
April 2, 1919 
April 2, 1919 


44. THOMPSON, Samuel G. 

45. DEAKINS. Hugh F. 

46. GREGOR, Wenzel G. T. 

47. HAAKENSTAD, Leonard A. 


48. PANTIER, Elmer T. April 2, 1919 
49. TABOR, Guy F. April 2, 1919 
50. WANDT, Henry W. April 2, 1919 
51. GODFREY, Henry H. April 8, 1919 
52. KINNA. Roy L. April 28, 1919 
53. TYREE, Frank L. May 14, 1919 
54. ZEHMS, William C. May 20, 1919 
55. HARRIS, Ear! P. May 23, 1919 
56. STOKES, Andrew J. June 16, 1919 
57. SPEER, George N. June 19, 1919 
58. BRENDT, Lee June 19, 1919 
59. LYDICK, Dewey August 8, 1919 
60. PRICE, Garlin J. August 8, 1919 
61. BISSETT, Ollie August 8, 1919 
62. SMITH, Earl August 8, 1919 
63. DONNELLY, Walter M. August 8, 1919 
64. CORCORAN, George H. August 8, 1919 
65. ASHBY, Hugh B. September 12, 1919 
66. McCORMACK, John L. September 23, 1919 
67. HEY. August A. November 3, 1919 
68. FLYNN, Harold L. November 22, 1919 
69. SULLIVAN, Louis A. December 18, 1919 


December 20, i919 
December 20, 1919 
December 29, 1919 
February 16, 1920 
March 1, 1920 
March 11, 1920 
March 11, 1920 
March 11, 1920 
March 11, 1920 
March 11, 1920 


MANNING, Philip J. 
WILSON, Clarence A. 
WINTER, Hugo 
SHOEMAKER, Louie F. 
ROBBINS, Percy W. 
CLAYTON, Charles D. 

. HIRSCH, Charles B. 

. McPHERSON, Car! M. 
MAY, Eugene J. 
SMITH, Clyde T. 
STERLING, Homer March 11, 1920 
. WEIBEL, Albert R. March 11, 1920 
ONOFRIO, Frank J. April 1, 1920 
BRANNON, Charles D. April 1, 1920 
OVERMAN, Stanley H. April 7, 1920 
WILLIAMS, Frank H. April 18, 1920 
FIRTH, Albert A. June 25, 1920 
SMITH, James E. July 24, 1920 
SCOTT, Milton R. December 3, 1920 
BERGER, Joseph N. M. December 17, 1920 
WRIGHT, Roland A. January 5, 1921 
McGRAW, John K. January 8, 1921 
WIDMAN, Frederick J. April 12, 1921 
WEBSTER, Clyde H. May 19, 1921 
FOWLER, Jesse J. May 21, 1921 
MURPHY, Michael F. December 27, 1921 
SUTPHIN, Charles J. September 22, 1922 
ENGLAND, Herbert February 1, 1923 
GRANGER, Warren L. March 6, 1923 
WOODS, Dayton R. March 26, 1923 


100. BACKUS, William E. April 7, 1923 
101. SNYDER, Harry C. April 7, 1923 
102. CZAPP, Walter J. April 9, 1923 
103. BROWN, William G. May 5, 1923 


September 13, 1923 
September 14, 1923 
December 13, 1923 
January 11, 1924 
February 1, 1924 
March 21, 1924 
April 25, 1924 


104. RAZZETTE, Raoul L. 

105. MITCHELL, William B. 

106. ROUSAR, Leon R. 

107. GREENBERG, Louis 

108. STRAUS, Joseph 

109. WILSON, Verner A. 

110. REPPENHAGEN, Edwin C. 


111. CONNOLLY, James D. May 1, 1924 
112. BALDWIN, Harry B. May 9, 1924 
113. MURPHY, Joseph F. May 29, 1924 


114. TITUS, Allen F. August 2, 1924 
115. RAINIER, Hayes November 15, 1924 


116. SMITH, John F. December 20, 1924 
(To be continued next month.) 


BROWN FIELD DOPE 


After a long lapse of time the East 
Coast Expeditionary Force located at 
Brown Field, a suburb of Quantico, wants 
to come back to the limelight as afforded 
by the pages of “The Leatherneck.” We 
do not have to resort to “The Leather- 
neck” solely, for almost daily the papers 
carry some little bit of dope about some- 
thing that some of the gang has done. 
Only last week two of the Washington 
papers, after one year’s time, found out 
that the local pilots fly the President’s 
mail to the fishing camp in the Blue 
Ridge near Rapidan and dashed to 
Hoover Field to get pictures of First Lt. 
C. J. Chappel and his mail-carrying 
plane. 

Now, for the benefit of those who want 
to get the dope on the field as to who is 
running the place and whether a such 
and such officer is still here that may 
make it de or undesirable for a two- 
year stay, we give the official roster of 
“head men.” 

Major Roy S. Geiger is commanding, 
with Major Louis M. Bourne executive 
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and operations officer. First Lieutenant 
Clarence J. Chappell is adjutant and 
commanding officer of Headquarters 
Squadron, with First Sergeant Hartkoph 
as a top kick. First Lt. F. G. Cowie is 
commanding the Service Company, the 
largest company in the Marine Corps, 
with over 300 men in it. Lt. R. H. 
Rhodes is assistant engineering officer 
and assistant to Lieutenant Cowie. 
Along with this magnanimity there is 
John Palafox Roamer, Jr., the first ser- 
geant who possesses such proportions 
that Major Geiger asked him the other 
day while swimming in the Potomac near 
the field if he was not afraid that he 
would inundate the field by pushing all 
the water out of the river. But with all 
the mothering it takes to handle men 
just fresh from Parris Island, John, with 
Sergeant Larry Darner, does his job 
well and is one of the most popular 
tops in Marine Aviation. 

First Lt. Lawson H. M. Sanderson, 
known as “Sandy” all over, is command- 
ing V F Five Squadron with John Gar- 
field, the youngest top in the service, for 
an assistant. It will be Lieutenant San- 
derson’s lot to train the new reserves 
who have just reported in in the ways of 
doing close formations and stunts with 
fighters as only Lieutenant Sanderson 
can do them. When it comes to flying 
pursuit planes, Lieutenant Sanderson has 
but few peers in the three services and 
he is credited with teaching more pur- 
suit pilots the technique than any other 
of our pilots. He has two very able en- 
listed pilots in Master Sergeant Millard 
T. Sheppard and Staff Sergeant Regi- 
nald Egbert Algernon Lillie. Both of 
these men were Fokker pilots in Nica- 
ragua and Sheppard was decorated with 
the Navy Cross for his work there. 
Lillie is an undergraduate of the Michi- 
gan University School of Aeronautics 
and flys all planes with equal ability. 
M. T. Sergeant Kertz is hangar chief. 

In V F Four there is First Lt. William 
O. Brice as skipper, with Lt. Carroll 
Williams as operations officer. Lieuten- 
ant Brice was named as alternate to fly 
the Marine Corps racing plane and is 
recognized as one of the ablest of pur- 
suit pilots. Master Sergeant Harry L. 
“Doc” Blackwell is a pilot in this squad- 
ron and along with M. T. Sergeant Pat 
Tobin sees to the upkeep of the planes. 

The fighting squadrons occupy Field 
No. 2 on the west side of the R. F. & P. 
railroad, while Field No. 1 is held down 
by V. O. Six Squadron and its three 
misnomers, an O 2U 1, the old NB 1 
mosquito duster, and the XN2B 1, a 
Boening experimental job mostly “x” in 
being an unknown quantity. After the 
gunnery season the three O 2U 4s were 
returned to the Navy in hopes that the 
delivery of the new Curtiss F8s would be 
soon, but it seems that a delivery will 
not be made until late Fall, due to 
changes. First Lt. G. H. Towner, Jr., is 
commanding officer with Lt. D. L. Cloud, 
engineering officer, and Lieutenants June 
and Baylor as squadron officers. The en- 
listed pilots recently returning from Pen- 
sacola are Gunnery Sergeants N. G. 
“Cracker” Williams and Jordan and Staff 
Sergeant “Whitey” Eaglet Hobbs. This 
squadron’s work consists mostly of haul- 
ing the President’s mail to his fishing 
grounds and other general messenger 
work. There are Gunnery Sergeants 
“Hank” Meachem, field chief; Powell 
Goobee, “Skinny” Leeper, and Luther G. 
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“Swampy” Norris, and Sergeants Greek 
the Pete Peters, and Owswald McMahan 
complete the next in line. First Ser- 
geant Lee T. Bowen, one of the ranking 
tops in the Corps, is first sergeant. 

The Quartermaster has as its head 
Captain H. A. Carr with Ch. Qm. Clk. 
Norman Ranier as assistant, with Qm. 
Sergeants “Porky” Flynn and Jesse Fow- 
ler handling the Marine Corps and Navy 
property accounts. Qm. Sgt. Joe Hayes 
Brown has recently left for Nicaragua 
again and it is rumored that the be- 
speckled Joseph “New Mexico” Berger is 
to take his place. Many of the gang 
knew Joe in Nicaragua. Mr. Ranier is in 
charge of the field’s rolling stock. 

Ch. Mar. Gunner Jacob Roeller is mess 
officer, police officer, armament officer, 
fire chief, and any other officer that may 
come up that needs efficient handling. 
Mr. Roeller is an institution in Marine 
Aviation and in the Corps, known all 
over as the most emaculately shined 
officer in the Corps. His shined putts, 
shoes and cap visor are the talk where 
his name is mentioned. This little hobby 
is in attune with every endeavor at- 
tempted by Mr. Roeller. When a diffi- 
cult task is at hand his services are al- 
ways called upon. He is recognized as 
one of the authorities in aircraft arma- 
ment, as a mess officer his services are 
cleanliness and good food, and as a police 
officer as the man who has been on one of 
his police gangs. 

Ed Kubel is in charge of the machine 
shop and is a master sergeant by virtue 
of his expert work. “Teddie” Gooding 
has left Stiopia, his little brother, a 
heritage in the instrument shop, its be- 
ing a show place with all the shined 
brass. “Ted is in Haiti for a winter 
cruise.” 

With a new can of four master tech- 
nical sergeants opened up here we men- 
tion the names of George C. Morgan, 
veteran photographer, who is a mess 
caterer de luxe; Patrick Harold Tobin, 
who so ably handled the line chief’s job 
in Nicaragua; Maurice Gotwals “Sappo” 
Kurts, motor expert and trouble shooter, 
and Oscar George, expert rigger and 
erection shop man. The new gunnery 
sergeants are Sam Williams, electrician; 
Willie White, fabric worker; Bill Rol- 
land, carpenter; Dog-face John Rogers, 
crew chief; John Gerey, crew chief; Neal 
G. Williams, naval aviation pilot; Eugene 
Fitzsimmons, crew chief of the old Ford, 
and “Shot-gun” Washington Winchester, 
motor shop Jefe. 

Master Sergeant Norman Henderson 
is in charge of the motor shop. Norman 
is rated as one of the best in the service 
and has received commendations on a 
change that he recommended in the 
Pratt-Whitney motor while in charge of 
the shop in Nicaragua. 

Master Sergeant George Boyle is col- 
laborating with Oscar in the erection 
shop. Boyle is noted for his ability to 
handle men and many Herculean tasks 
of field building bear ear marks of his 
handiwork. The big job here or there in 
the recounting of it years later are al- 
ways synonymous with the name of 
George Boyle. 

Bill Groves, who is high up on the 
M. T. list, is Jefe of the hammer and nail 
men in the carpenter shop. Staff Ser- 
geant Ellis Johnson is admiral of our 
Navy. Johnnie made a dashing rescue 
a few nights ago when a tug belonging 
to the company salvaging the old wooden 
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boats in the river was destroyed by fire 
at midnight. Admiral Johnson pulled 
alongside the distressed boat and took 
aboard the skipper and his wife, return- 
ing them to Quantico. 

Nathan Rothstein is sergeant major 
and that is plenty to say to any man in 
aviation, as Nate is the best. We might 
say here that there is a young Nathan 
at the sergeant major’s home that takes 
up quite a bit of the sergeant major’s 
home hours. 

Under the tutelage of Gunnery Ser- 
geant Andy Paszkiewicz our baseball 
team has won the first half of the Quan- 
tico League series and bids fair to re- 
peat in the second half for the Quantico 
cup. Pat does the catching and has been 
a big figure in the wins thus far. With 
the return of “Farmer” Couch, who has 
been hurling with the All-Marine team, 
Pat has his old Haitian battery mate for 
the second session. “Doc” Diaz, out- 
fielder, has been elected captain for the 
second half, as Pat is receiving for the 
All-Quantico team. Bracchi and Sadler, 
the famed Nicaraguan keystone pair are 
here. Armstrong, a Mississippi Uni- 
versity star, is doing the doorman’s 
duties and Burr is parading around the 
third sack. There is a galaxy of out- 
field material, including George Ledue, 
a heavy hitter, and others. 

Mr. Roeller’s assistant in the arma- 
ment section is the inimitable Arthur- 
the-Ox- Bourne from “Bausun.” But 
though Bourne is from Boston, he can’t 
help it and he is a good armorer, having 
served in Nicaragua with much hard 
work. No doubt one of the promotions 
will come his way in the near future. 

We are to have a new fiekl we know, 
for $740,000 has been appropriated for 
it. The surveys and cross sections with 
estimates have been made and from the 
best authentic dope available the new 
field will be wholly on the east side of 
the railroad as proposed. A cut of about 
10 feet off of present Field No. 1 to be 
filled into the swamp from a point near 
the incinerator will give a field in the area 
now occupied between the swamp bridge 
leading to the field and the island known 
as Dent Island. The work will be ad- 
vertised early in August and actual work 
started not later than October, according 
to the latest information. In connection 
with this work much sounding was done 
here at the field with extention drills for 
samples of earth down to the proposed 
new grade levels. Sergeant McMahan 
thought that the soundings were being 
made to obtain a new grade of blanco. 

Despite all the unfavorable publicity 
that is ripe about the drills and inspec- 
tion hereabouts, we get good chow, a 
free talkie movie every night with free 
transportation, ratings are coming faster 
than ever, our shacks have not blown 
over yet, and everybody is happy only on 
drill and inspection days. Aviation has 
fared well under General Butler, being 
his color battalion. The General has noth- 
ing but praise for us on his inspections 
and being a technical outfit, it gives us 
a bit to boast about being the color bat- 
talion of the Quantico Marines. 

In the next sound-off we intend to get 
a few of the celebrities in line with a 


bit of personal dope about each one. 
There is Zopilote Joe Knittle, John 


Primm and a gang of the old Marine 
Corps veterans that rate a line or two. 
If there are any we have missed in this 
yarn we are sorry. 
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PROPOSED NEW BROWN FIELD AT 
QUANTICO, VA. 


With $800,000 ready for use, estimates 
on the yardage amounting to one million 
seven hundred and twenty-eight thou- 
sand eight hundred cubic yards of earth, 
and the advertisement for bids about 
ready for publication, the newly pro- 
posed Brown Field at Quantico is be- 
lieved to be the largest landing field 
project ever launched. 

The Department of Public Works has 
released a picture and all data as ob- 
tained by the surveys made under the 
direction of the Public Works Officer and 
George H. Dennison, chief of the survey 
party. The heavy black line outlines the 
new boundaries of the proposed field with 
the new channel of the Chappawamsic 
creek being shown in the left of the pic- 
ture. The little black blocks at the right 
of the picture conforming in curvature 
to the curve of the R. F. and P. railroad 
are to be the new hangars, barracks and 
administration buildings. 

The field will be 4800 feet in length 
and 2600 feet in width or about a mile 
by a half a mile in dimension with an 
approximate area of 30 acres. 

To give one an idea of the gigantic 
movement of earth to be done by 
hydraulic sluicing, the cut at the photo 
laboratory will be 16 feet, at the balloon 
hangar 15 feet and at the point near the 
N. C. O. quarters 12 feet. All of this 
earth will be sloughed into the swamp to 
give the required grade. The grade level 
of the new field will be 8 feet above the 
mean low water level. The new channel 
of the creek will run directly through 
the center of the Brown Field monu- 
ments to have its confluency with the 
Potomac River at the lowest spot on the 
present No. 1 field. 

All of the buildings now located on 
No. 1 field will be removed and will give 
way to the new project with only No. 2 
field left for operation until the com- 
pletion of the new field. 

While no definite date is given as to 
the actual starting of the work, pending 
advertising for bids, letting the contract, 
et cetera, the $800,000 is on tap for 
usage and the project is not a pipe 
dream. 


PEARL HARBOR GUARD NEWS 
By Cpl. H. Joe 


Here we are again two months in suc- 
cession. Looks as if maybe we will tell 
the world all about our Pacific Island 
home regular. 

This post is proud to say that Ad- 
miral’s inspection went over 100 per cent. 
The commandant seemed to think that 
his Marines were prepared for his visit. 

It is regular routine to fall out and 
fall in for the well-known parade and re- 
view. Thursday is the day our com- 
manding officer, Colonel C. B. Taylor, set 
aside for this formation. 

We have one of the best bands in the 
Islands. It is directed by First Sergeant 
A. F. Francis, who knows his music, and 
gives us the necessary marches for pa- 
rades and formal guard mounts. While 
on the subject of good music let me say 
a few words about the talented men in 
this band. First comes that saxophone 
that wails and moans, operated by that 
creator of saxophone jazz—none other 
than Private Bowen, whose music is 
soothing to the ears, and that’s that. 
Next we have that banjo hootnanny, Pri- 
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vate Iusi. This boy can get hot with 
that beloved instrument of his; in fact, 
make you throw away your Eddie Pea- 
body records, and I don’t mean please, or 
perhaps. What that guy don’t know 
about a banjo isn’t in the book. 

Speaking of men being good at their 
chosen profession, this post boasts of a 
hair cutter, shaver and shampooer-— 
spelling barber. Pfc. A. G. Hopgood can 
give a man, woman or child just as good 
service as these barbers that charge you 
six bits for a trim. His assistant, Pfc. 
M. L. Landers, learned his trade on the 
great outside and now gives the Marines 
the best their money can buy. 

We will now turn to our athletes, 
First, our all-around athlete, Lieut. Allen 
Shapely, star basketball center last year, 
and who will be with us this coming sea- 
son, we all hope. Where any kind of 
sports are concerned, the Lieutenant can 
be found right in the center holding down 
an important position. He is now the 
post baseball coach and center fielder. 

In case you haven’t heard, this com- 
mand has the best catcher on the rock, 
Corporal Tiger. That boy can discard 
his mask and cover more territory than 
any I’ve seen in action in the Navy Sec- 
tor League. 

Now I will give you the line-up on the 
favorite indoor sport, bowling. Erler, 
Lutz, Huene, Landers and Joosten repre- 
sent the detachment in this artful game, 
and their favorite pastime. All of them 
hold very nice averages in the Senior 
League. 

Of course we have our BJ champs and 
poker experts, but do not care to boast of 
them. 

This detachment has a visual signal 
gang of one squad specializing in sema- 
phore and naval procedures. Cpl. J. R. 
Rutledge is in charge of this get hot 
gang He has some very good blinker 
and semaphore men. Privates Hollaway 
and Dunbar are hard to beat in any 
sending or receiving squad. 

Before I say Aloha I want the whole 
outfit to know that we read “The Leath- 
erneck,” and enjoy the news from other 
posts, especially those we did duty in 
before we were posted on this nice, 
warm, sunshiny island, where the blue of 
the sky meets the blue of the ocean, 
where the grass grows green and Ma- 
rines grow gray. 

Let us take this opportunity to let our 
friend, Miss Lou Wylie, know that the 
gang at Pearl Harbor enjoy reading her 
articles every month, and that when she 
speaks of what is happening in and 
around New York we get the East Coast 
blues and begin wishing and waiting. 

Even though we are in a land of sun- 
shine, most of that liquid, we like to sit 
under the shade of a pineapple tree and 
read of cooler regions. 

Aloha to everyone everywhere that 
reads this magazine. 


POST HEADQUARTERS, QUANTICO, 
VIRGINIA 
By Set. Harold Landsdorf 

About time for us to come across with 
our little contribution, isn’t it? So here’s 
the dope: 

On Friday evening, June 27th, the 
Service Company sponsored a dance in 
the gymnasium. Whether it was due to 
the weather, which wasn’t quite so warm 
as it had been, or to something else, the 
music was exceptionally good. Refresh- 
ments were served and of course that’s 
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always a drawing card where Marines 
are concerned. The other drawing cards 
were there, too, all dressed up in their 
prettiest dresses. Merry couples whirled 
happily around the floor, guided expertly 
by “Gyrenes,” cool and handsome in their 
“white-blue-whites.” It was a very en- 
joyable affair, and one which is always 
eagerly looked forward to in this post. 

The following evening—June 28th—a 
smoker was held, a very entertaining 
series of bouts between local champs. 
Details will no doubt be found in the 
sporting section of this issue. 

Reservists are flocking in. If they’re 
looking to us to learn things, guess we'll 
have to be on our toes so’s we can set 
them a good example. 

The glorious Fourth is over, and from 
the “all-in-but-happy” looks on the faces 
of the multitude, we think we must have 
had a very, very fine time. Speaking for 
myself, my money ran out too soon, but 
... (Notice the significant silence.) 

Corporal Moe is floating around on 
golden wings—er, wings of love, should 
we say? Anyway, there’s a woman in 
the case and wedding bells will soon he 
ringing, eh, Moe? 

The Post Exchange has a large variety 
of excellent cigars for Corporal Wilbur. 
He’s getting paid off soon and goes 
around day after day dreamily reading 
and rereading the letters he receives, all 
written in a delicate, feminine hand—er, 
and all that. 

Now that the swimming season is in 
full swing, Post Headquarters has blos- 
somed out in vari-colored bathing suits. 
And say, they sure cut some swell fig- 
gers, if you know what I mean. 

Hancock, our noble file clerk, just re- 
marked: “Wonder when Headquarters 
Company is going to give a dance?” and 
added: “I suppose we’ll have to decorate 
the Gym with files, typewriters and add- 
ing machines!” Bright, eh? 

And a word about our industrious 
Company Clerk, Dotson, wouldn’t be 
amiss. For some strange reason he 
didn’t take off over the Fourth with the 
rest. What’s the matter, Dotty? No 
dinero? Or possibly, there’s an attrac- 
tion here at camp—one of the long- 
haired kind, with big blue eyes ’n things ? 

Sergeants Zeglin and Patterson have 
gone on furlough. Zeggy went to Chi- 
eago, the land of gunmen and hard 
likker, and Pat took off for the Hoosier 
State, the land of—er—the land of—er-— 
well, anyway, that’s where he went. 

The Post Exchange has moved into the 
gymnasium, something which we think 
might have been done much earlier with 
profit. Of course, it’s not on the main 
street, but it is there at the movies where 
most of Quantico gathers every night. 
By the way, our talkies are going strong. 
They’re not perfect yet, but they’re get- 
ting better. 

It is with deep regret that we have 
just learned of the death of our Major 
General Commandant, Wendell C. Neville. 
He was, and always will be, in our 
memories as a great man. Service men 
and civilians as well mourn his loss. No 
more need be said. 

Football season will soon be _ here. 
Then three cheers for the old pig-skin! 
Captain Hall is getting his boys together 
and if they make as good a showing this 
year as they did last year, we will have 
no cause for worry. 

_ Now that’s about enough for our first 
time, but next time—we’ll give you the 
works. Until then, “take it easy!” 


THE I§ATHERNECK 


THE GAZETTE 


Officers last commissioned in the grades 
indicated: 

Col. Arthur J. O'Leary. 

Lt. Col. Harry G. Bartlett. 

Maj. Roger W. Peard. 

Capt. Harry W. Bacon. 

Ist Lt. Floyd A. Stephenson. 


Officers last to make number in the 
grades indicated: 

Col. Frederick A. Ramsey. 

Lt. Col. Holland M. Smith 

Maj. James E. Davis. 

Capt. Fitzhugh L. Buchanan. 

Ist Lt. Albert L. Gardner. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 


JUNE 13. 1930. 

Captain William L. Harding, detached Nicara- 
guan National Guard Detachment to Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua. 

Ist Lt. William C. Hall, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MB, Washington, D. C., to report on 
June 16th. 

lst Lt. Harry E. Leland, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

ist Lt. Carl W. Meigs, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MD, RR, Wakefield, Mass. 

2nd Lt. Guy DeWitt Chappell, killed in an air- 
plane accident on June 11th. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Walter J. Sherry, detached Head- 
quarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., to 
MB, NS, St. Thomas, V. I., via commercial steamer 
scheduled to sail from New York, N. Y., on or 
about July 3rd. 


JUNE 14, 1930. 

Lt. Col. Harry O. Smith, detached Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va. 

Major Pedro A. DelValle, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via the 
S. S. “Columbia,” scheduled to sail from New 
York, N. Y., on or about June 2ist. 

Captain Jacob Lienhard, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

ist Lt. Harold C. Roberts, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to MB, Norfolk Navy Yard, Ports- 
mouth, Va., to report on June 16th. 

ist Lt. William J. Whaling, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 

2nd Lt. Ion M. Bethel, detached MB, Quantico. 
Va., to Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington. 
D. C., to report on June 16. 

2nd Lt. David K. Claude, on reporting of relief 
detached MD, U. S. S. “Wyoming,."" to MB, NA, 
Annapolis, Md. 

2nd Lt. Andrew J. Mathieson. detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MD, U. S. S. ““Wyoming,"’ to re- 
port on June 20th. 

2nd Lt. Jaime Sabater, orders to Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, modified to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Mar. Gnr. Charles R. Nordstrom, detached Sec- 
ond Brigade, Nicaragua, to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C., to report on June 16th 


JUNE 16, 1930. 

Colonel Thomas M. Clinton, retired as of July 1. 

Major Gerald A. Johnson, orders to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., modified to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 

lst Lt. William W. Davidson, detached Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to Headquarters Marine 
Corps. Washington, to report June 16. 

Ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, detached MD, NP, MB. 
Parris Island, S. C., to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C., to report on June 16th. 


JUNE 18, 1930. 

Captain Martin J. Kelleher, orders to Depart- 
ment of the Pacific revoked. Detached Garde 
d’Haiti to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, 
Va., via first available Government conveyance. 

Captain Francis E. Pierce, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Headquarters Marine Corps. Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

lst Lt. Robert O. Bare, detached MB, NS, Guan- 
tanamo Bay, Cuba, to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 

2nd Lt. James Snedeker, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, Nor- 
folk, Va., to report not later than August 15th. 


JUNE 19, 1930. 

Lt. Col. Raymond B. Sullivan. AA&I, detached 
MB, Quantico, Va., to MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Major Paul C. Marmion, AA&I, orders to MB, 
Parris Island, S. C., modified to Headquarters Ma- 
rine Corps, Washington, D. C. 

Captain Joseph H. Fellowes, orders to MB, 
Washington, D. C., revoked. On June 20th de- 
tached Army Industrial College, Washington, D. 
C., to Office of the Chief Coordinator, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

Captain Leroy P. Hunt, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment 
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via the U. S. S. “Nitro,” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va., on or about July 17th. 

Ist Lt. William S. Fellers, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Nicaraguan National Guard Detach- 
ment via the U. S. S. “Nitro,” scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about July 17th. 

Ist Lt. Lester E. Power, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment 
via the U. S. S. “Nitro,”” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va., on or about July 17th. 

2nd Lt. Frank G. Dailey, detached NAS, Pensa- 
cola, Fla., to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Thomas G. Ennis, detached NAS, Pen- 
sacola, Fla., to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Perry O. Parmelee, detached NAS, Pen- 
sacola, Fla., to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. John N. Hart, detached AS, Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., via 
first available Government conveyance. 

2nd Lt. Hartnoll J. Withers, detached MB, NAS, 
Lakehurst, N. J., to Nicaraguan National Guard 
Detachment via the U. S. S. “Nitro,” scheduled to 
= from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about July 


JUNE 20, 1930. 
No changes were announced. 


JUNE 21, 1930. 

Col. Robert Y. Rhea, on July 15th detached 
Second Brigade, Nicaragua, to Headquarters Ma- 
rine Corps, Washington, D. C., via first available 
Government conveyance. 

Lt. Col. Andrew B. Drum, on June 23rd detached 
gg NYd, Mare Island, Calif., to MB, Quantico, 

a. 

Major Harold C. Judson, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to NP, MB, Parris Island, S. C., via 
first available Government conveyance. 

Captain Tracy G. Hunter, honorably discharged. 

Captain Nathan E. Landon, detached MB, Puget 
Sound Navy Yard, Bremerton, Washington, to 
Recruiting District of Seattle, Seattle, Washingtno. 

Captain Emmett W. Skinner, on June 28th, de- 
tached MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa., to MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va. 

Ist Lt. Herbert P. Becker, detached NAS, Pen- 
sacola, Fla., to AS, Second Brigade, Nicaragua, 
via the U. S. S. “Nitro,” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va., on or about July 17th. 

Ist Lt. Albert D. Cooley, on July ist detached 
AS, WCEF, NAS, San Diego, Calif., to NAS, Pen- 
sacola, Fla. 

Ist Lt. Gale T. Cummings, on reporting of re- 
lief detached MB, NS, St. Thomas, V. I., to MD, 
NP, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H., via first available 
Government conveyance. 

Ist Lt. Leo Healey, detached Recruiting District 
of Charlotte, Charlotte, N. C., to Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, via the U. S. S. “Nitro,” sched- 
uled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 
about July 17th. 

lst Lt. Edward S. Shaw, on June 25th detached 
~ eae Va., to MD, NP, NYd, Portsmouth, 

2nd Lt. James P. S. Devereux, assigned to duty 
with MD, AL, Peiping, China. 

2nd Lt. Lee N. Utz, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MB, NOP, South Charleston, W. Va. 


JUNE 23, 1930. 

Lt. Col. Joseph A. Rossell, detached MB, Nor- 
folk Navy Yard, Portsmouth, Va., to MD, NP, 
NYd, Portsmouth, N. H. 

Captain Omas T. Pfeiffer, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to MB, NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H., via 
the S. S. “Sierra,’’ scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif., on or about July 3lst. 

Captain George F. Stockes, detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C., to Quartermaster Corps Sub- 
sistence School, Chicago, Ill. 

JUNE 24, 1930. 

Major Theodore A. Secor, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C. 

Captain Alfred Dickerson, relieved from duty at 
MB, Parris Island, S. C., and assigned to duty 
with MD, NP, MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Captain William K. MacNulty, on reporting of 
relief detached MB, NOB, Key West, Fla., to MB, 
Quantico, Va. 

Captain Reuben B. Price, on June 28th de- 
tached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C. 

Captain Eli Savage. orders to MB, Parris Island, 
S. C., modified to MB, NOB, Key West, Fla. 

Captain Ery M. Spencer, detailed as an As- 
sistant Quartermaster, effective July 6th. 

Captain Ralph E. West, on reporting of relief 
detached MB, NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H., to De- 
partment of the Pacific via first available Gov- 
ernment conveyance. 

JUNE 25, 1930. 

Major Harold L. Parsons, orders to Department 
of the Pacific modified to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Captain Walter E. Bilisoly, detail as an As- 
sistant Paymaster revoked as of June 6th. 

Captain Thomas P. Cheatham, assigned to duty 
at MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

2nd Lt. Joseph J. Tavern, orders to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., revoked. Detached MB, NYd, Philadel- 
phia, Pa., to MB, NYd, Boston, Mass. 

JUNE 26, 1930. 
Major Howard C. Judson, orders to NPD, MB, 
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Parris Island. S. C.. modified to MB, Parris Is- 
land, S. C 

Captain William F. Brown. assigned to duty at 
MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

Captain William McN. Marshall, on reporting 
of relief detached Recruiting District of Seattle. 
Seattle, Washington. to MB, Quantico, Va 

ist Lt. John W. Lakso, detached MB. NYd, Mare 
Island. Calif., to MB, NOB, New Orleans, La 

ist Lt. Clinton W. McLeod. on reporting of re- 
lief detached MB. NAD, St. Juliens Creek, Va., to 
Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via the U. S. & 

Vega.”’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads. 
Va.. on or about July 28th 

ist Lt. Randolph McC. Pate, detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C., to Second Brigade. Nicaracua, 
via the U. 8S. S Vega.” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va.. on or about July 28th 

ist Lt. Francis M. Wulbern. detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C., to Second Brigade, Nicaragua. 
via the U. S. S. “Vega.” scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va.. on or about July 28th 

2nd Lt. Prederick G. Lippert. orders to MB. 
NOB. Hampton Roads, Norfolk. Va., modified to 
Second Brigade, Nicaragua. via the U. S. 8S 

Vega.”’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads. 
Va.. on or about July 28th 

2nd Lt. Clyde C. Roberts. orders to MB, NOB. 
Hampton Roads. Norfolk, Va.. modified to Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua. via the U. S. S Vega.” 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 
about July 28th 

@nd Lt. Manley L. Curry, orders to MB, NOB. 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., modified to Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, via the U. S. S. “Vega,” 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 

ut July 28th 
“a Lt. Harry C. Lang. orders to MB, NOB. 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., modified to Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, via the U. S. 5S. “Vega.” 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 
about July 28th 

Chf. Pay Clk. Delmar J. Dee, assigned to duty 
in the Office of the Assistant Paymaster, San 
Francisco, Calif 
JUNE 27, 1930 

No changes were announced 
JUNE 28, 1930. 

Lt. Colonel Charles F. Williams, detached MB. 
Quantico, Va.. to MD, NP, NYd, Mare Island. 
Calif.. to report not later than July 15th 

Captain John P. Adams, detached MD, NP, NYd. 
Mare Island. Calif.. to MB. Quantico, Va., via the 
U. S. S. “Henderson.” scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif., on or about July 17th 

Captain Thomas P. Cheatham, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Francisco, Calif.. to MB, Quantico, Va.. 
via the U. S. S. “Henderson,” scheduled to sail 
from San Diego, Calif., on or about July 21st 

Captain Edward G. Huefe. detached Second Bri- 
gade. Nicaragua, to Nicaraguan National Guard 
Detachment 

Captain John P. McCann, on or about July 
23rd detached First Brigade, Haiti, to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., via first available Government con- 
veyance 

Captain Glenn D. Miller, detached MB, NS. St 
Thomas, V. I. to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads. Nor- 
folk. Va.. via first available Government con- 
veyance. 

ist Lt. Clayton C. Jerome, detached AS. WCEF. 
NAS. San Diego, Calif., to AS. ECEF, MB, Quan- 
tico. Va., via the U. S. S. “Henderson.”’ scheduled 
to sail from San Diego, Calif.. on or about July 
21st 

Ist Lt. Ivan W. Miller, detached AS, WCEF, 
NAS, San Diego, Calif., to AS, ECEF, MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., via the U. S. S. “Henderson,"’ scheduled 
to sail from San Diego. Calif., om or about July 
2ist 

ist Lt. Walter A. Wachtler, detached Depart- 
ment of the Pacific to MB, Quantico, Va., via 
the U. S. S. “Henderson,” scheduled to sail from 
San Francisco, Calif., on or about July 17th 

Chf. Pay Clk. John J. Darlington, detached MB, 
Puget Sound Navy Yard, Bremerton, Washington, 
to Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington. D. C., 
via the U. S. S Henderson,.”’ scheduled to sail 
from San Francisco, Calif., on or about July 17th 

Chf. Pay Clk. David H. McKee, assigned to duty 
at MB, Puget Sound Navy Yard. Bremerton, 
Washington 
JUNE 30, 1930 

Major Harold B. Pratt, detached Garde d'Haiti 
to Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., 
via first available Government conveyance 

Captain Francis S. Kieren. orders to MB, Parris 
Island. S. C., modified to Recruiting District of 
Atlanta. Atlanta, Georgia, to assume charze not 
later than July 25th 

Captain Arthur Kingston, on July 6th detached 
MD, NP, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H., to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va 

Captain Shaler Ladd. about July 26th detached 
MB, Quantico, Va., to the Motor Transport School, 
Camp Holabird, Md 

Captain George E. Monson, on reporting of re- 
lief detached Recruiting District of Atlanta, At- 
lanta, Georgia, to MB, Parris Island. 8S. C 
JULY 1, 1930 

Major Louis M. Bourne, Jr.. on or about July 
15th detached MB, Quantico, Va.. to the Com- 
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mand and General Staff School. Fort Leaven- 
worth, Kansas 

Ist Lt. Laurence R. Kline. detached MCB, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif.. to Second Brigade, Nicaragua. 
via the U. S. S. “‘Henderson.”’ scheduled to sail 
from San Diego on or about July 21st. 

Ist Lt. George A. Plambeck, on July Ist de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va., to First Brigade, Haiti. 
via the U. S. S. “‘Kittery,”’ scheduled to sail from 
Hampton Roads, Va.. on or about July 30th. 

Ist Lt. Harold E. Rosecrans, detached MD. RS, 
Puget Sound Navy Yard, Bremerton, Washington. 
to the Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment 
via the U. S. S. “Henderson,”’ scheduled to sail 
from San Francisco, Calif., on or about July 17th. 

Ist Lt. James D. Waller, detached Department 
of the Pacific to MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Milo R. Carroll, on July ist detached 
Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C.. 
to MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Lee N. Utz. detached MB, NOP, South 
Charleston, W. Va., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Leslie F. Narum, assigned to duty at 
MD, Puget Sound Navy Yard, Bremerton, Wash- 
ington 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Harold Ogden, on or about Au- 
gust 9th detached MB. NTS, Great Lakes, IIll., to 
AS, ECEF, MD. Quantico, Va 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Joseph R. Morris. on July Ist 
detached Depot of Supplies. San Francisco, Calif.. 
to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

JULY 2, 1930 

Captain Francis C. Cushing, AQM. assigned to 
duty at MB, NYd, Mare Island, Calif. 

Ist Lt. James H. Strother, detached AS, WCEF. 
NAS, San Diego, Calif.. to MB, Puget Sound. 
Navy Yard, Bremerton, Washington 

2nd Lt. Harold D. Hansen, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to the Motor Transport School, Camp 
Holabird, Md., via first available Government con- 
veyance after July 15th. 

JULY 3, 1930 

Major Julian C. Smith, detached MB, Quantico. 
Va., to Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment 
via the S. S. “El Salvador.” scheduled to sail 
from New York, N. ¥., on or about August 16th. 

Captain Walter E. Billisoly, detached MB, Nor- 
folk Navy Yard, Portsmouth, Va., to Recruiting 
District of Denver, Denver, Colo. 

Captain Franklin A. Hart, detached MD, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Garde d’Haiti via the U. S. S. “Kit- 
tery.”’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads. 
Va., on or about July 30th. 

Captain Russell A. Presley, detached AS, ECEF, 
MB, Quantico, Va. to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington. D. C 

Captain Joseph T. Smith, detached MB, NYd. 
Boston, Mass., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Captain Wesley W. Walker, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to MB. NAD, Fort Mifflin, Pa 

Captain Roswell Winans, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, to MB, Quantico, Va., via first 
available Government conveyance 

Ist Lt. Lemuel A. Haslup, detached Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to MB, Quantico, Va., via 
first available Government conveyance 

Ist Lt. Floyd W. Bennett, detached First Bri- 
sade, Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va.. via the U. S. 
S. “Kittery,” scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va.. on or about July 30th. 

Ist Lt. Francis Kane, detached First Brigade. 
Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va., via the U. S. 8S. 
‘Kittery,"’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, 
Va., on or about July 30th 
_ist Lt. Ervin R. Whitman, orders to MB, Quan- 
agg Va., modified to MB, NAD, St. Julien’s Creek, 

a. 

2nd Lt. Charles G. Meints, orders to MB, NOB. 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., modified to First 
Brigade, Haiti, via the U. S. S. “Kittery.” sched- 
uled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va.. on or 
about July 30th 

The following named officers detached Nicara- 
suan National Guard Detachment to stations in- 
dicated via first available Government con- 
veyance 

Captain Harold D. Shannon, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Captain Henry D. Linscott, Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington. D. C. 

ist Lt. Herman H. Hanneken, MB, Quantico, Va. 


JULY 7, 1930. 

No changes were announced. 
JULY 8, 1930 

Colonel James McE. Huey, retired as of August 
1, 1930 

Major Russell H. Davis. AQM, on July lith de- 
tached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to MB, Quantico, 
Va 

Captain Reuben B. Price, APM, detached Head- 
quarters Marine Corps. Washington, D. C., to 
Garde d’Haiti via the S. S. “Ancon,”’ scheduled to 
sail from New York. N. Y., on July &th. 

ist Lt. Frank P. Snow, about July 23rd detached 
Garde d'Haiti to MB, Quantico, Va.. via first 
available Government conveyance 

2nd Lt. Arthur F. Binney, on completion of 
course detached NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to AS. 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Clovis C. Coffman. on completion of 
course detached NAS, Pensacola. Fla. to AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 


August, 1920 


2nd Lt. William D. Saunders. Jr., on completion 
of course detached NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va 

2nd Lt. Frank H. Wirsig. om completion of 
course detached NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Calvin R. Freeman, on completion of 
course detached NAS. Pensacola, Fla., to AS, 
WCEF, NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 


JULY 9, 1930. 

Major William D. Smith, detached Office of the 
Chief of Ordnance, Navy Department. Washing- 
ton, D. C., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa 

Ist Lt. Delmar Byfield. on or about July 15th 
detached MB, Quantico, Va., to Motor Transport 
School, Camp Holabird, Md. 


JULY 10, 1930. 

Lt. Col. David M. Randall, promoted to the 
grade of Lieutenant Colonel 

Captain Edward L. Burwell. assigned to duty 
at NP, MB, NYd. Mare Island, California 

Captain Field Harris, on or about July 2ist de- 
tached AS, WCEF, NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 
to Air Corps Tactical School. Langley Field, 
Hampton, Va. 

Ist Lt. Charles W. Pohl, detached MB. Puget 
Sound NYd,. Bremerton, Washington, to MD. RS, 
Puget Sound NYd. Bremerton, Washington 

2nd Lt. Albert L. Gardner, detached MB. NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to MD, NAS, Seattle, Wash- 
ington. 

2nd Lt. Russell N. Jordahl, detached MB. Puget 
Sound NYd, Bremerton, Washington, to MB, NAD, 
Puget Sound, Washington. 

Chf. Mar. Gun. William S. Robinson. on July 
18th detached MB, Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, 
Washington, to MCB, NOB, San Diego, California 

Chf. Mar. Gun. Arthur D. Ryan. detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., to NP, NYd. Portsmouth, 
N. H. 


JULY 11, 1930. 
No changes were announced. 


JULY 12, 1930. 

Major Maurice E. Shearer, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to Asiatic Station via the U. S. S. “Hen- 
derson,” scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, 
Va., on or about August 23rd 

Captain Donald Curtis, detached Office of the 
Judge Advocate General, Navy Department, Wash- 
ington, D. C., to Asiatic Station via the U. S.§ 
“Henderson,”’ scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about August 23rd 

Captain Frederick M. Howard, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif.. to Nicaraguan National 
Guard Detachment via the U. S. S. “Henderson,” 
scheduled to sail from San Diego, Calif., on or 
about July 

lst Lt. Paul R. Cowley, detached MB, NAD. 


Puget Sound, Washington, to MB, Quantico, Va. ° 


lst Lt. Charles H. Hassenmiller, detached MB, 
NTS. Newport, R. I... to Headquarters Marine 
Corps. Washington, D. C. 

Ist Lt. Randolph McC. Pate, orders from MB, 
Parris Island, S. C., to Second Brigade, Nicara- 
gua, revoked. 

Mar. Gun. Carl E. Clark, dropped from the rolls 
of the Marine Corps 

The following named officers have been pro- 
moted to the grades indicated: 

Colonel Ellis B. Miller, Colonel Arthur J. O'Leary, 
Lt. Col. Calhoun Ancrum, Lt. Col. Harry G. Bart- 
lett, Major Thomas E. Watson. Major Walter G 
Sheard, Major Roger W. Peard, Captain Edward 
S. Shaw, Captain Harry W. Bacon, Ist Lt. Homer 
L. Litzenberg, Jr., Ist Lt. Floyd A. Stephenson. 


JULY 14, 1930. 

Captain George W. Spotts. detached Nicaraguan 
National Guard Detachment to Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua. 

ist Lt. Harold C. Roberts, detached MB, Nor- 
folk NYd, Portsmouth, Va., to MD. U. S. S. “‘Hous- 
ton.” 

JULY 15, 1930. 

Captain Ralph G. Anderson. detached MB. 
Quantico, Va., to First Brigade, Haiti, via the 
U. 8. S. “Kittery,"’ scheduled to sail from Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., on or about July 30th. 

Captain William F. Beattie. AQM, detailed as 
an Assistant Quartermaster effective August Ist. 

Captain George T. Hall, on reporting of relief 
detached MB, NAD, Hingham, Mass., to MB, 
Quantico, Va. 

Captain Martin J. Kelleher, orders to MB. NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Va., modified to MB, NPP. Indian 
Head, Md. 

Captain Edwin P. McCaulley, AQM. detailed as 
an Assistant Quartermaster effective August Ist. 

Ist Lt. Joseph F. Burke, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MB, NAD, Hingham, Mass. 

Ist Lt. Gale T. Cummings, orders to MD. NP. 
NYd, Portsmouth, N. H., modified to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va. 

2nd Lt. Raymond C. Scollin, detached AS, ECEF, 
MB, Quantico, Va., to Observation Squadron Nine, 
First Brigade, Haiti, via the U. S. S. “Kittery,” 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 
about July 30th. 

2nd Lt. Carroll Williams, detached AS, ECEF, 
MB, Quantico, Va., to Observation Squadron Nine, 
First Brigade, Haiti, via the U. S. S. “Kittery,” 
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scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on 
or about July 30th. 

The following named officers detached Second 
Brigade. Nicaragua, to stations indicated, via first 
available Government conveyance: 

ist Lt. Walter I. Jordon, MB, NAS, Lakehurst, 


N. J. 
gnd Lt. Miles S. Newton, MB, NYd, New York, 


Ton Lt. Henry R. Paige, MB, Norfolk NYd. 
Portsmouth. Va. 

and Lt. Harold D. Harris, MB, Quantico. Va. 
ist Lt. Vernon E. Megee, AS, ECEF, MB. Quan- 
tico, Va 
JULY, 16, 1930. 

Captain George Bower. APM. on reporting of 
relief detached Garde d’Haiti to First Brigade, 
aiti. 
_o Glenn D. Miller, detached MB, NOB. 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to Nicaraguan Na- 
tional Guard Detachment via the U. S. S. “‘Vega.” 
scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads on or 
about July 27th. 

ist Lt. John G. Walraven, detached MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads. Norfolk, Va.. to Asiatic Station 
via the U. S. S. “Henderson.” scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads on or about August 23rd. 


DEATHS 

CHAPPELL, Guy Dewitt, Second Lieutenant. died 
June 11, 1930, result of an airplane crash at 
Quantico, Virginia. Next of kin: Mrs. Margaret 
Marie Chappell, wife, 2304 North 13th Street, 
Philadelphia, Penna 

ARNOLD, Albert Franklin, Private, drowned, June 
3, 1930, at the Marine Barracks, Naval Ordnance 
Plant, South Charleston, W. Va. Next of kin: 
Mrs. May Arnold, mother, Imperial Hotel, 
Thomas. W. Va 

BUDAI, Albert Andrew. Sergeant, died June 18, 
1930, at Matagalpa. Nicaragua. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Theresea Budai, mother, Delta, Ohio. 

DRAY. Charles Raymond, Sergeant, drowned June 
29, 1930. near Washington, D. C. Next of kin: 
Mr. and Mrs. A. L. Dray, parents, General 
Delivery. Carrollton, Ohio 

ERDMAN. Walter Herman, Private First Class. 
died of injuries received in an automobile acci- 
dent June 15, 1930, at Parris Island, S. C. Next 
of kin: Mr. Julius Erdman, father, R. R. No. 2, 
Shawano City, Wisconsin. 

FROST, Orin William, Private, died of disease 
June 30, 1930. at Shanghai, China. Next of 
kin: Mrs. Edith Frost, mother, Elkton, Oregon. 

PAXTON, Clayton Gaylord, Private First Class. 
died as the result of a fall June 24, 1930, at 
Mare Island, California. Next of kin: Mrs. 
Edith Cavender, mother, Box No. 181, St. John, 
Kansas. 

SEVERSON, Gilbert John, Private. died of disease. 
June 9, 1930, at Mare Island, California. Next 
of kin: Mrs. Margaret Severson, mother, Wal- 
dron Island, San Juan County, Washington 

COPELAND, William Wesley, First Sergeant. re- 
tired, died June 13, 1930, at Olongapo, Philip- 
pine Islands Cause of death not reported. 
Next of kin: Mrs. Lucia G. Copeland, wife. Box 
No. 5, Olongapo, Philippine Islands. 


NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 

CHAUMONT—Sailed Corinto 27 June for San 
Diego. Due to arrive San Diego 3 July, leave 5 
July; arrive San Pedro 6 July, leave 7 July; arrive 
San Francisco 8 July, leave 18 July; arrive Hono- 
lulu 25 July, leave 26 July: arrive Guam 6 August, 
leave 7 August; arrive Manila 12 August, leave 12 
Sept.; arrive Guam 17 Sept., leave 17 Sept.; ar- 
rive Honolulu 26 Sept., leave 27 Sept.; arrive San 
Francisco 4 Oct. Will sail from San Francisco 14 
October for Hampton Roads. 

HENDERSON—Arrived San Francisco 30 June. 
Will leave San Francisco 17 July for Hampton 
Roads on the following itinerary Arrive San 
Pedro i8 July, leave 19 July; arrive San Diego 
20 July, leave 21 July; arrive Corinto 29 July, 
leave 29 July; arrive Canal Zone 1 August, leave 
3 August; arrive Hampton Roads 10 August, leave 
23 August; arrive Canal Zone 30 August, leave 
2 Sept.; arrive Corinto 4 Sept., leave 4 Sept.; ar- 
rive San Diego 12 Sept., leave 13 Sept.; arrive San 
Pedro 14 Sept., leave 15 Sept.; arrive San Fran- 
cisco 16 Sept., leave 17 Sept.; arrive Mare Island 
17 Sept. Will sail from San Francisco 30 Sep- 
tember for Manila via Honolulu and Guam. 

KITTERY—Arrived Guantanamo 30 June. Will 
leave Guantanamo 1 July; arrive Port au Prince 
2 July, leave 3 July; arrive Cape Haitien 4 July, 
leave 5 July; arrive San Juan 7 July, leave 7 
July; arrive St. Thomas 8 July, leave 9 July; ar- 
rive Hampton Roads 14 July. Will leave Hampton 
Roads 30 July for West Indies on following 
itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 4 Aug., leave 5 
Aug. ; arrive Port au Prince 6 Aug., leave 7 Aug.; 
arrive Cape Haitien 8 Aug., leave 9 Aug.; arrive 
San Juan 11 Aug., leave 11 Aug.; arrive St. 
Thomas 12 Aug., leave 13 Aug.; arrive Hampton 
Roads 18 August. 

NITRO—Sailed Cristobal 30 June for Guan- 
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tanamo. Due Guantanamo 3 July, leave 3 July; 
arrive Hampton Roads 7 July. Will leave Hamp- 
ton Roads 17 July for the Pacific Coast on the 
following itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 21 July. 
leave 21 July; arrive Canal Zone 24 July, leave 26 
July; arrive Corinto 28 July, leave 28 July; arrive 
San Diego 5 Aug., leave 6 Aug.; arrive San Pedro 
7 Aug., leave 8 Aug.; arrive Mare Island 9 Aug.. 
leave 16 Aug.; arrive Puget Sound 19 Aug. Will 
leave Puget Sound 26 Aug. for the East Coast of 
the United States on the following itinerary: Ar- 
rive Mare Island 29 Aug., leave 8 Sept.; arrive 
San Pedro 9 Sept., leave 10 Sept.; arrive San 
Diego 11 Sept., leave 12 Sept.: arrive Corinto 20 
Sept., leave 20 Sept.; arrive Canal Zone 22 Sept., 
leave 24 Sept.; arrive Guantanamo 27 Sept., leave 
27 Sept.; arrive Hampton Roads 1 October. 

PATOKA—Sailed Port Arthur 30 June for Bos- 
ton. Due Boston 9 July, leave 10 July; arrive 
Melville 11 July. Will operate with the “Los 
Angeles” until 16 August. 

RAMAPO—Arrived Mare Island 29 June. Will 
leave San Francisco 21 July: arrive San Pedro 22 
July, leave 24 July; arrive Manila 23 August, leave 
5 September: arrive San Pedro 3 October. 

SALINAS—Sailed Beaumont 26 June for New- 
port. Upon completion of discharge at Melville 
will proceed to the Navy Yard, Norfolk. Will 
leave Norfolk 23 July; arrive Beaumont 31 July, 
leave 1 August; arrive Hampton Roads 9 Auzg., 
leave 12 Aug.; arrive Beaumont 20 August, leave 
21 August; arrive Hampton Roads 29 August. 

SAPELO—Arrived Beaumont 26 June, leave 30 
June; arrive Hampton Roads 8 July, leave 10 July 
for Navy Yard, Norfolk. 

SIRIUS—Arrived Mare Island 26 June. Will 
leave 8 July, arrive Puget Sound 11 July. Will 
leave Puget Sound 16 July for voyage to Alaska 
on the following itinerary: Arrive Seattle 16 July, 
leave 24 July; arrive St. Paul-St. George 1 Aug.. 
leave 20 Aug.; arrive Dutch Harbor 21 Aug., leave 
21 Aug.; arrive Seattle 29 Aug., leave 29 Auz.; ar- 
rive Puget Sound 29 August. 

VEGA—Arrived Boston 27 June. Will leave 5 
July, arrive New York 6 July, leave 12 July; ar- 
rive Philadelphia 13 July, leave 18 July; arrive 
Hampton Roads 19 July. Will leave Hampton 
Roads 28 July for the West Coast on the follow- 
ing itinerary: Arrive St. Thomas 2 Aug., leave 2 
Aug.; arrive Fredericksted 2 Aug., leave 2 Aug.; 
arrive Guantanamo 5 Aug., leave 5 Aug.; arrive 
Canal Zone 8 Aug., leave 10 Aug.; arrive Corinto 
13 Aug., leave 13 Aug.: arrive San Diego, 22 Aug.. 
leave 24 Aug.; arrive San Pedro 25 Aug., leave 26 
Aug.; arrive Mare Island 27 Aug., leave 6 Sept.; 
arrive Puget Sound 9 Sept., leave 15 Sept.; arrive 
Mare Island 18 Sept. 


RECENT GRADUATES OF THE MARINE CORPS 
INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Capt. John Daniel Lockburner—Spanish. 

Capt. Howard Neville Stent—Spanish. 

lst Lt. Guy Bernard Beatty—Spanish. 

lst Lt. Robert Francis Burke—Bookkeeping and 
Accounting. 

1st Lt. Lloyd Randolph Pugh—Spanish. 

lst Lt. Robert Louis Skidmore—Bookkeeping and 
Accounting. 

2nd Lt. John Francis Hough—Spanish. 

2nd Lt. Karl Krueger Louther—Bookkeeping and 
Accounting. 

2nd Lt. Clarence Joseph O’Donnell—Spanish. 

Gy.-Set. Lloyd C. Deckard—Machine Shop Divi- 
sien of Shop Practice. 

Set. Valentine Feyrer, Jr.—Complete Commer- 
cial. 

Set. William Stewart MacDowell—Good English. 

Set. Elvin Edward Winkler—Bookkeeping and 
Business Forms. 

Set. Frank Joseph Zeglin—Bookkeeping and 
Business Forms. 

Cpl. Clarence Ervin Brown—Soil Improvement. 

Cpl. Osborne St. Claire Chew—Terecplane En- 
gines. 

Cpl. Edward Victor Christopherson—Elementary 
Electrical Eng. 

Cpl. James Alfred Harris—Bookkeeping and 
Business Forms. 

Cpl. Julius Jalickee—Carpenter’s Special. 

Cpl. Julius Jalickee—Carpentry and Millwork. 

Cpl. Smith Peter Kerr—Warrant Officer's Pre- 
paratory. 

Cpl. Earland John Lakin—Railway Postal Clerk. 

Cpl. Arnold Courtelyou McPike—Aviation En- 


Cpl. Owen Burkett Nettle—Railway Postal Clerk. 
Cpl. Leslie Randolph Ralphs—Aviation Engines. 
Cpl. Lynn Arthur Rodolph—Diesel Engines. 

Pfc. David Raymond Connors—Aviation Engines. 
Pfc. Adam George Hileman—Railway Postal 


Pfc. Raymond Fred Martin—Aeroplane Engines. 
Pfc. Omer George Miller— Automobile Me- 
chanic’s. 

Pfc. Henry Ladislas Perhac — Railway Postal 


spondence. 
Pvt. Edwin Baker Davenport — Aeroplane En- 
gines. 


Forty-nine 


Pvt. Hubbie Harold Hattaway—Shop Electri- 


Pvt. Otis Clifford Ivy—Selected Subjects. 
Pvt. William Robert Murphy—Aeroplane En- 


Pvt. Carl Edward Ogden—Aviation Engines. 
Pvt. Victor Polete Pepion—Livestock. 
Pvt. John Russell Strachan—Aeroplane Engines 


RECENT RE-ENLISTMENTS 


SKELLEY. Edward J.. at New York, 7-8-30, for 
MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

HAYN, Herman. at Annapolis, 7-9-30, for MB, 
Annapolis, Md 

CROCKER, James N., at MB, Quantico, 7-7-30, for 
RR Det., MB, Quantico, Va. 

DELAUNE, Thomas J., at MB, Portsmouth, Va., 
7-7-30, for Bks. Det., MB, NYd, Portsmouth, Va. 

FRANKLIN, Howard L., at Detroit, 7-3-30, for 
MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 

HOLTZ, William C., at Detroit, 7-1-30, for MB, 
Parris Island, S. C. 

RUSK, Donald R., at Detroit, 7-1-30, for MB, 
Parris Island, S. C. 

CHOATE, Willie, at Atlanta, 7-5-30, for MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C. 

ELLIOTT, Louis T.. at Memphis, 7-5-30, for MB. 
Hampton Roads, Va. 

JONES, Daniel F., Jr., at Vallejo, 7-1-30, for MB, 
Mare Island, Calif. 

O'BRIEN, Chester T., at Sacramento, 6-27-30, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

TALLMAN, John A., at Los Angeles, 6-30-30, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

TOBIN, Francis M., at Vallejo, 6-26-30, for MB, 
Mare Island, Calif. 

ELLIOTT, George H., at Parris Island, 7-2-30, for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

MITCHELL, Granville, at MB, New Orleans, 17-4- 
30, for MB, New Orleans, La. 

TURNER, John C., at MB, Guam, 5-28-30, for 
MB, NS, Guam. 

GARDNER, William B., at Jackson, Miss., 7-1-30, 
for MB, Parris Island, 8S. C. 

GARDNER, Edward J., at MB, Washington, D. 
C., 7-2-30, for MB, Washington, D. C. 

GREAVES, Alfred E., at MB, Norfolk, 7-1-30, for 
MB, NOB, Norfolk, Va. 

REED, John C. H., at MB, Norfolk, 7-2-30, for 
MB, NOB, Norfolk, Va. 

COEN, Edward J., at New York, 6-30-30, for MCB, 
San Diego, Calif. 

McCONNELL, William, at Philadelphia, 7-1-30, 
for DofS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

NEVILLE, Thomas J., at Los Angeles, 6-26-30, for 
Dist. of Los Angeles, Los Angeles, Calif. 

LENTZ, David S., at Pittsburgh, 6-30-30, for 
Rete, Dist. of Pittsburgh. 

FAULK, Hoy R., at Charlotte, 6-30-30, for MB, 
NYd, Key West, Fla. 

PAUL, Dominick R., at Quantico, 6-30-30, for AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

JOHNSON, Hubert H., at Detroit, 6-28-30, for 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

THACKER, Harry C., at Chicago, 6-28-30, for 
West Coast via Hampton Roads. 

FOY, William LeDeis, at San Diego, 6-22-30, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

RAHO, Alexander, at San Diego, 6-24-30, for AS, 
WCEP, NAS, San Diego, Calif. 

PARK, Walter, at Parris Island, 6-26-30, for MB, 
Parris Island, S. C. 

SWEENEY, Harry F., at Quantico, 6-28-30, for 
10th Regt., MB, Quantico, Va. 

DAWDY, Ollie B., at Dallas, 6-25-30, for MCB, 
San Diego, Calif. 

NEMETH, Joseph F., at Quantico, 6-27-30, for 
10th Regt., MB, Quantico, Va. 

HARNEY, Stanley L., at Cincinnati, 6-23-30, for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

BOUTWELL, Albert F., at Jackson, Miss., 6-25-30, 
for MB, New Orleans, La. 

TWYNHAM, Franklyn P., at Los Angeles, 6-17-30, 
for MB, NYd, Mare Island, Calif. 

BIANCHI, Attili, at Hampton Roads, 6-25-30, for 
MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va. 
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WALTER MORGAN 


COMPANY, INC. 
Everything in the Paint Line 


Art Materials Sign Supplies 
421 Tenth St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 
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Fifty 


WHITE BELTS 


Nothing Takes Its Place 


“Imitated but— 
never duplicated” 


A. A. MAILLETT CO., INC. 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Ask Gene Tunney 


Milk is your best all-around food. 
Every day it puts you “over the 
top” with a bang! Ask Gene Tun- 


ney. Be particular in the milk you 
select—call ATLANTIC 0070 


SNO-WHITE 


\ perfect preparation for renewing 
the freshness and beauty of dress 
White Belts, for Canvas Shoes, etc. 
Ihe unique advantages of Sno-White are 
when applied cannot rab off 

ther clothing 

Price 25 Cents 
Prepared by 

F. P. WELLER, Druggist 
Cor. 8th and I Sts. S. E. 

Washington, D. C. 


DREYER 
TRADING COMPANY 


24 Stone Street 
New York. N.Y 


Prices submitted upon application 


Distributors to the Post Exchanges 


LOANS 
HORNING 
Diamonds 
Watches--Jewelry 


South End of Highway Bridge 
ON ROAD TO ALEXANDRIA 
RATES OF INTEREST, 2% and 38% 
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GREEN, Clayton O., at Norfolk, 6-24-30, for 
DofS, Hampton Roads, Va. 

MILLION, Thomas F.. at Philadelphia, 6-24-30, 
for MB, Quantico, Va 

TAYLOR. Parker, at Philadelphia, 6-24.30, for 
MB, NYd, New York, N. ¥ 

KIRK. Patrick E.. at Detroit, 6-23-30, for MB. 
Quantico, Va 

CLEMMER, Garey B.. at Charlotte, 6-25-30, fer 
4th Regiment, via Hampton Roads. 
BLACKWELL, Harry L.. at Quantico, 6-24-30. for 
AS. ECEF. MB. Quantico, Va 

LEMONS, Johnnie G., at Quantico, 6-24-30, for 
RR Det., Quantico. Va 

WALLACE, George D.. at Quantico, 6-25-30, for 
AS. ECEF, MB. Quantico. Va 

GHANTT. Reidess F., at Philadelphia, 6-24-30. for 
DofS. Philadelphia, Pa 

COPPEDGE, Homer S., at Evansville. Ind.. 6-23- 
30, for Peipinge, China, via Hampton Roads 
WOJCICHOWSKI, Theodore, at Detroit, 6-23-30. 
for West Coast via Hampton Roads. 

RAWLEY. John J., at New York, 6-21-30. for 
MD. NP. Portsmouth, N. H 

RAYNER, Dewey D., at Washineton, D. C.. 6-21- 
30, for MD, NP, Portsmouth, N. H 

SAVACOOL. Herbert E.. at Newark, N. J.. 6-23-30. 
for MB, Quantico, Va 

WALACHOWSKI, Tony J.. at Philadelphia. 6-23- 
30. for MB, Quantico, Va 

SMYTHE, Robert H., Jr.. at Vallejo. 6-17-30. for 
NP. NYd. Mare Island. Calif 

KNAPP, Theodore, at MB. Quantico. 6-21-30. for 
RR Det., MB, Quantico, Va 

CHESSER, Olyn I. at Kansas City. Mo., 6-20-30 
for MB, New York. N. ¥ 

FPULCHER,. Millard W., at Omaha. 6-21-30. for 
Haiti via Hampton Roads 

NELSON, Anton P., at Detroit, 6-20-30. for West 
Coast via Hampton Roads 

COX. Mays F.. at Greenville. 6-20-30. for MB. 
New Orleans, La 

BACY. Robert B., at Fort Worth. 6-20-30, for 
MCB. San Diego. Calif 

MARTIN, William E.. at Charlotte, 6-20-30, for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C 

TRIFON, Arthur, at Houston. 6-21-30, for MB 
New Orleans. La 

BOWMAN, George E.. at Los Angeles, 6-17-30, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif 

CKAMINSKY, Charles. at Puget Sound. 6-14-30. 
for MB. Quantico. Va., after three months fur- 
lough 

RUTLEDGE, Walter A.. at Charlotte. 6-20-30, for 
West Coast via Hampton Roads. Va. 

BRENDT, Lee. t Vallejo. 6-14-30. for NP. NYd. 
Mare Island. Calif 

WALLER. Charlie S.. at New York. 6-18-30, for 
MB. NYd. Norfolk, Va 

PERKINS, Paul G., at Dallas, 6-17-30. for MCB. 
San Diego. Calif 

STEPHENSON, Frank P., at Los Angeles. 6-13-30, 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

WEARY, Milton B.. at Washington, D. C., 6-18- 
30. for Marine Band. Washington, D. C 

KNUTTI, Frederick Wm., at Cleveland, 6-17-30. 
for MB, Norfolk. Va 

CHAMBERS, Cloudious E.. at Lakehurst, 6-16-30, 
for MB, Lakehurst, N. J 

FPOWLER, Curry J., at Hampton Roads, Va., 6-16- 
30, for MB, Hampton Roads. Norfolk, Va. 

KNIGHT, Charles H., at Philadelphia, 6-16-30, 
for DofS. Philadelphia, Pa. 

LaROCQUE, Arthur N., Philadelphia, 6-16-30, for 
DofS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

SANKEY, Edmund, at Pittsburgh, 6-16-30. for 
(not shown) 

TRIMBLE, Herbert C., at Baltimore, 6-16-30, for 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

WATTS. Brent 
Con. Det.. Haiti 

WHITE, Charles A., at PauP, Haiti, 6-2-30, for 
Con. Det., Haiti 

KELLY, Frank J., at New York, 6-16-30, for 
China via Hampton Roads 

NUNES, John. at Norfolk, 6-14-30, for MB, Hamp- 
ton Roads. Norfolk, Va. 

JULSON. Maynard E., at Quantico, 6-15-30, for 
AS. ECEF. MB, Quantico. Va. 

RISLEY. Edward C., at Quantico, Va., 6-16-30. 
for MB, Quantico, Va 

RICHMOND, Theodore O'Malley, at Chicago, 6-13- 
30, for MB. So. Charleston, W. Va 

SIMPSON. Charles T.. at Kansas City, Mo., 6-12- 
30. for Rete., Dist. of Kansas City. 

FITZGIBBONS, Lawrence E., at 6-9-30, for MB. 
Mare Island, Calif 

CALLAHAN, Joseph J., at New York, 6-13-30, for 
MB, So. Charleston, W. Va 

RICHARDSON, Leland L., at Washington. D. C., 
6-13-30, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

CADENZER. Arthur L., at Flint, 6-11-30, for 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va 

SAUER, Charles E., at New Orleans, 6-12-30, for 
MB, Penscola, Fla 

CHARETTE, Joseph C.. at Vallejo, 6-7-30. for 
MB, Mare Island, Calif 

BURNS, William, U. S. S. “West Virginia.’ 5-29- 
30, for U. S. S. “West Virginia.” 

FITCH, Isaac C., at PauP. Haiti, 5-22-30. fer 
Motor Tr. Co., Haiti 


at PauP, Haiti, 5-25-30, for 
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OLSON, Joseph W., at Parris Island, 6-11-30. for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

BURNS, Francis G., at Boston, 6-12-30, for MB. 
Quantico, Va. 

HERREGODTS, John, at Boston, 6-12-30. for 
West Coast via Hampton Roads, Va. 

McCORKLE, Floyd M., at RS, San Diego, 6-5-30, 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

TERRY, John Wm., Jr., at Omaha, 6-9-30. for 
MB, Parris Island, 8S. C. 

DAVIS, Thomas K., at Greenville, S. C., 6-11-30, 
for MB, New Orleans, La. 

MORRIS, John T., Jr., at Breenville, S. C., 6-19- 
30, for Rapidan Camp, Va. 

REGISTER, Ellis H., at Charlotte, 6-11-30. for 
MB, Parris Island, 8. C. 

WARREN. William. at Little Rock, 6-10-30. for 
MB, Parris Island, 8. C. 

DEWEES, Charles J., at MB, Parris Island, 6-9. 
30, for MB, Parris Island, 8S. C. 

RIMES, James C., at MB, New York, 6-10-30, for 
MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 

WELLS, Albert J.. at Philadelphia, 6-9-30. for 
MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

SCHUETTEL, Fred Wm., at Cleveland, 6-10-30, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

SISSON, Walter C., at San Francisco, 6-5-30, for 
Retg.. Dist. of San Francisco. 

JACOBSON, Rudolph C., at Los Angeles, 6-4-30, 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

PETRIE. James G., at Seattle, 6-3-30, for MB. 
Mare Island, Calif. 

BODANSKI, Walter, at NAS. San Diego, 5-29-30, 
for AS, WCEF, NAS, San Diego, Calif. 

NEWBERGER, Albert H., at St. Louis, 6-7-39, 
for MB, New Orleans, La. 

BURNETT, Herman H., at Birmingham, 6-7-30, 
for MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

ARNDT, Charles L., at Parris Island, 6-6-30, for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 


| MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 


(Continued from page 25) 


Chris Cunningham, adjutant-paymas- 
ter of Hudson-Mohawk Detachment of 
Albany and other parts, reported three 
new members for June. About time for 
another blowout, Chris. 


Negotiations are under way for the 
revival of San Diego Detachment by 
James G. Golder, its former commandant 
of LaJolla, Calif. 


National Vice Commandant Rudolph 
A. Trow, of the New England Division, 
is working on the organization of 
League detachments in New Haven, New 
London and Hartford, Conn. 


National Assistant Adjutant Paul A. 
Sheely of East Orange, N. J., member 
of Burwell H. Clarke Detachment of 
Newark, has been appointed a captain in 
the Marine Corps Reserve and assigned 
to the 19th Regiment in command of Col. 
James F. Rorke. Captain Sheely will 
command a company composed of men 
from Essex County. He has been cited 
for bravery under fire with the Marines 
in Haiti and was a member of the cham- 
pion Marine Corps rifle team of 1921. 
He won the Marine Corps cup during 
the national service competition at Camp 
Perry, Ohio, in the fall of that year. 


The newly organized Hudson County 
Detachment of Jersey City, N. J., held a 
successful charter night party on Saiur- 
day evening, July 19. There was a large 
attendance, impressive ceremony and 
splendid entertainment with unlimited 
chow according to John F. Brennan, de- 
tachment adjutant. Commandant Ken- 
neth Collings was master of ceremonies. 


Augu 


Will 
ginia, 
tachm« 
hurrie< 
ship ¢: 


Car! 
ville, 
good 
among 
ments 


athleti 
gram 
and fi 
The 
startec 
Yes, it 
going 
of the 
so he 
manua 
got cli 
the ’st 
ably | 
the ex 
lunche 
after 
men le 


Bost 
neck). 
sevent 


servic 
drills, 
“boot’ 
lowing 
and | 
toppec 
His e 
hash-1 
attent 
in his 


Wr WOT RUS OFF \ 
FOR 
est in 
proper 
invitec 
| KER 
Vad (4 < “play 
KN < where 
— DAIRY < _ MARI 
THE SUNLIGHT DAIRY MAR 
pany 
vited t 
at a 
by the 
The | 
Needle 
attend 
beach 
sar of the 
city. 
The 
Frank 
rine a 
was 
servin 
a tabl 
over 
had be 
and a 
on the 
prise 
progr: 
perha) 
of th 
Louis 


30 


August, 1930 


William J. Sturgeon of Phoebus, Vir- 
ginia, who is organizing a League de- 
tachment in that vicinity, has sent in a 
hurried call for a stack of new member- 
ship cards. That sounds encouraging. 


Carl W. Baude Detachment of Louis- 
ville, recently reorganized, is making 
good progress with memberships and 
among other things is making arrange- 
ments for a picnic some time this month. 


MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
(Continued from page 35) 


as 


est in the Nation’s Birthday and its 
proper observance. The chairman then 
invited the gathering to remain for the 
athletic events that constituted the pro- 
gram that wound up with band concerts 
and fireworks in the evening. 

The Marine platoon moved out and 
started for another scene of operations. 
Yes, it was time for chow and they were 
going after it. “Robbie” thought some 
of the men might need an “appetizer” 
so he promptly started the marching 
manual of arms, as soon as the platoon 
got clear of the park. Needless to say, 
the ’steen million times we did it prob- 
ably helped sharpen our appetites, for 
the excellent meal awaiting us at a local 
luncheonette was soon disposed of, and 
after a short rest the majority of the 
men left for Boston, more than willing to 
“play a return engagement” in a town 
where they had been treated so royally. 


MARINE RESERVES GUESTS OF 
MARINE CORPS LEAGUE DINNER, 
SMOKER AND _ BUSINESS 
MEETING BIG SUCCESS 


By Pfc. Lawton G. Meredith 


Boston, Mass. (special to The Leather- 
neck).—On drill night, June twenty- 
seventh, the members of the 301st Com- 
pany were informed that they were in- 
vited to be present the following Monday 
at a Marine Corps League “blow-out” 
by the Boston unit of that organization, 
The Theodore Roosevelt Detachment. 
Needless to say, quite a few of the men 
attended, in spite of desire to go to the 
beach for a swim and to avoid the heat 
of the day which still lingered in the 
city. The scene of the meeting was at 
The Madame Colin Restaurant, on 
Franklin Street, Boston. Being a Ma- 
rine affair, the chow came first, and it 
was well done, both in preparation and 
serving. The arrangement was four to 
a table, so that by the time dinner was 
over and smokes were lighted, reserves 
had become acquainted with other Marines 
and all were ready for what might be 
on the program. Indeed, they had a sur- 
prise when they found what was on the 
program. George F,. McAllister, cam- 
paign director, introduced, as a man that 
perhaps needed no introduction to many 
of those present, Gunnery Sergeant 
Louis Kirston, with twenty-nine years 
service as a Marine, who gave several 
drills, showing the difference between a 
“boot” and a well-trained Marine. Fol- 
lowing this he did the manual of arms 
and loading and firing exercises and 
topped off with physical drill under arms. 
His excellent appearance, with medals, 
hash-marks and chevrons vying for one’s 
attention plus the excellent piece of work 
in his demonstrations brought him a 


“...s80 if you’re a lover of the wild 
come fill a pipe . . . no other brings 
such pleasing pictures.” 

— Burt L. Taylor 


“Come fill a pipe” 
and here’s the “filler” ! 


1 Cut for Pipes Only 


2 Made by Wellman’s 
Method ... An 1870 
Tobacco Secret 


3 Big Flakes that Burn 
Slow and Cool 


4 Sweet to the End 
No Soggy Heel 


Pipe tobacco from leaf to cut 
.. prime old Kentucky Burley... 
cut the one right way for a cool 
sweet smoke ! 


Unlike finely cut tobaccos, suit- 
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thunderous ovation from an audience 
who could appreciate the good work done 
by the “old timer. 

The National Commandant of the Ma- 
rine Corps League, W. Kar! Lations, was 
then introduced as the speaker of the 
evening and he in turn introduced some 
League members of his party who had 
made the trip from Worcester just to 
help wherever they could in getting the 
Boston Detachment underway again. 
Among the members of his party were 
Vice-Commandant Rudolph A. Trow, of 
the New England Division; Paymaster 
Fower; Ed McAuliffe, commandant of 
the Worcester Detachment, and Spencer 
R. Rose, paymaster of the Worcester De- 
tachment. Commandant Lations gave a 
very interesting talk on the Marine 
Corps League and its history, the Boston 
Detachment and its history, the aims of 
the League and the work being done by 
the League for the good of Marines. He 
outlined his reasons for believing that 
the League was headed for a bigger and 
better future through reduction of fees 
and efficient men holding the responsible 
positions in the League’s organizations. 
He stated that the League officers gave 
their time and effort freely to the or- 
ganization and that they wanted the 
members to be in the same frame of 
mind—to become members because they 
wanted to, not because they felt driven 
to do so. Following this were details of 
the coming League convention in St. 
Louis. This brought up the subject of 
representation and members. Mr. La- 
tions said he wanted Boston to make a 
good showing and urged all to go after 
more members, stressing the fact that 
there are plenty of Marines eligible, 
even though we couldn’t hope to rival 
some of the bigger veteran organiza- 
tions. He spoke of how regular Marines 
were provided for and how Reserves 
could become associate members if they 
had had one Marine training period and 
a year’s service. This was of great in- 
terest to the men of the 301st as it has 
been a general understanding for some 
time that reserves were not eligible for 
the League. He then went on to outline 
the League’s intention to erect the Bel- 
leau Wood Memorial, by and for Ma- 
rines. He stated that the League was 
no longer an experiment and that men 
who refused to join other veteran organi- 
zations admitted that the League was 
just what they wanted. He told how 
Providence, Springfield and other de- 
tachments got their starts and urged 
that Boston get under way again and 
help run the membership up to fifty 
thousand for a starter. 

Mr. MacAllister then took the floor in 
response to a request from one of the 
audience that he tell something about 
himself. He gave an interesting outline 
of his connections with the League and 
answered various questions from the 
floor. Then, as time was growing short 
for some of the Marines, it was a little 
after eleven p. m., a request was made 
that everyone in favor of getting Boston 
under way again as an active detach- 
ment rise to express his attitude. Need- 
less to say, it was unanimous, and when 
a voice broke out with, “How soon will 
you collect dues?” a temporary paymas- 
ter was appointed and an acting com- 
mandant, a Mr. Shaw, took charge of 
proceedings. All registered and the ma- 
jority paid their dues on the spot, among 
the first, if not the first, were members 
of the 301lst Marine Reserve Co. Mr. 


August, 1930 


MacAllister recalled that he had some 
League buttons with him and distributed 
them so far as they went and admiring 
remarks were heard on all sides, one of 
which described the little red button with 
the gold Marine emblem to a T, it was, 
“Say, that’s a real Marine Button!” 
Tickets for coming grand military bal] 
of the Marine Corps League in Boston 
on July 16th were distributed and, hay- 
ing waited for the expected personal ap- 
pearance of Major J. D. Murray, U. §. 
M. C., who had promised to be present if 
possible, Mr. MacAllister gave the Ma- 
jor’s message to the gathering as being 
heart and soul in favor of the League 
and that he stood ready to do all within 
his power, in the future as in the past, 
to further the aims of the League. 

To all present it sure was a success 
and none of those present appreciate the 
privilege of becoming a member of the 
Marine Corps League, more than those 
reserves who are eligible. And does that 
little red and gold League button look 
snappy with the blue rimmed reserve 
button? Well, I should say so! 
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THE MAN IN THE WHITE 
SLICKER 
(Continued from page 7) $2 


“Naw, we didn’t throw no grenades at 
you, we was throwin’ ’em at them 
Jeries!” 

“What the hell’s the big joke, then?” 

“Ah, you shoulda seen yourself come 
out of that shell hole! Yeh, you two 
come out o’ there with wings on both 
feet, I’ll tell the world. Ha-ha! Like a 
nigger out of a hen house with a charge 
o’ rock salt helpin’ him out! Then you 
seen them Boche an’ run back twice as 
fast. That’s what made us laugh!” 

“You outta D Company?” asked the 
short man. “If ye are, ye won’t never 
see them again. They done gone!” 

“Yeh, I’ll say,” echoed the others. 

“I’m out of the Ninety-Fourth Machine 
Gun,” answered Gordon. “What the hell 
is comin’ off here, anyway?” 

“Us an’ the krauts is havin’ a battle. 
Well, come on, fellers, let’s go!” 

“Let’s go! Let’s go!” they agreed, 
and hitching their rifles, they moved 
away up the hill, a man in their midst 
with a Chauchat rifle pointing the muzzle 
of it this way and that, like a guide’s 
finger. 

“Hey, Corporal!” 

Two men that a second look identified 
as O’Nail and Droghan called from down 
the slope. Gordon waved his hand to 
them, and they came up to him, very 
white faced and serious looking. 

“It’s myself thought you were dead!” 
coughed Droghan. He had belted his 
pistol on outside his slicker and kept try- 
ing to tie back the flap. 

“Where’s Mackintosh?” 

“They gathered him in, the divil folly 
their way every time they put fut to 
ground! Him an’ the little mule! Six 
of them to the two of us, an’ me the way 
that I couldn’t put hand to a weapon, not 
even a bit of tree!” 

“IT bet you put foot to ground!” re- 
marked O’Nail. 

“Did you get away from them?” cried 
Gordon. 

“D’ye not see me here?” replied Drog- 
han. “Sure, I give one of them a puck 
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They saw many dead, mostly Americans. 
There were first-aid men that bound up 
the wounded, but there were no stretch- 
ers, and there was nothing to do but 
swab on some iodine and stick the 
wounded man’s bayoneted rifle in the 
ground butt uppermost, so that searchers 
could find him later. They came, finally, 
into a hole where a man sat and fired 
rifle grenades. 

“Where’s the Boche?” Gordon de- 
manded. 

“Don’t ask me!” replied the man. 
“Where ain’t they? There’s a bush down 
there, and every once in a while a spud 
masker sails out of it. So then we sail 
one o’ my rum bottles back at him. A 
machine-gun crew went by a minute ago. 
The place is lousy with machine guns.” 

“Hit any of ’em?” 

“No. They come in and out of the fog 
too quick. Just as well. If I’d let go at 
‘em and missed they’d set up their gun 
and made a skimmer out of me. Rifle 
grenades ain’t no good at short range 
like that anyway.” 

“Let’s get out of here!” suggested 
O’Nail. “We can’t see anything, and the 
first thing you know someone’s liable to 
grab us off! How can a man tell where 
his own front line is? 

The three of them went cautiously over 
the ridge again and found to their sur- 
prise that there were many more men 
there. O’Nail’s thought about dropping 
back had occurred to a great many 
isolated groups out there in the shell 
holes, and they had come back one by one 
to the far side of the ridge. A group 
went by, bending double, and carrying 
someone in their midst. It was the tall 
man that had laughed at Gordon just a 


others demanded the whereabouts of the 
doctor. The first-aid men did not know. 
They had not seen him. 

Gordon, O’Nail, and Droghan watched 
silently. They knew where the doctor 
was, where a doctor was. He was over 
the other side of the hill, lying on his 
face in the tangled grass. A doctor was 
as vulnerable as any other soldier, and a 
Red Cross brassard no protection. 

“Here! I’ve been looking for you fel- 
lows! Where’s that captain that com- 
manded the battalion that first showed 
up? Have you seen him?” 

The three turned and beheld the colonel 
that had approached them shortly after 
daybreak. His face was stern and drawn 
and his voice hurried. 

“He was hit!” said O’Nail. “That first 
gang that came out of the fog shot him.” 

“Oh, hell! Are you sure?” 

“Yes,” said Gordon, “he knocked me 
down when he fell. It finished him. I 
looked when we came out of the hole, and 
he hadn’t moved.” 

“You see, Colonel?” 


The last speaker was a man they had 
not noticed before, who was at the 
colonel’s shoulder. He was young, no 
older than Gordon, and looked like an 
officer. In the crouching position in 
which they all were he had been partially 
hidden by the colonel, but now he moved, 
and they could see first lieutenant’s bars 
on the shoulders of his enlisted man’s 
slicker. 

“I know,” protested the colonel, “but I 
can’t go out and take command of an 
organization by just turning over my 
hand. I’m not a combatant officer. Good 
God, the extent of my military knowledge 
doesn’t cover the School of the Squad!” 
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The lieutenant looked his disbelief. 
Moreover, there was a sign of something 
else, a shade of disgust, that began to 
creep into his expression. 

“You needn’t think I’m _ yellow,” 
snapped the colonel, “I’m not. It isn’t 
that, but I’m not a soldier; I’m a cop. 
I was chief of a bureau of criminal in- 
vestigation, and they made me a colonel 
and sent me overseas. I’m in the In- 
telligence. I wouldn’t know the first 
thing to do!” 

“Shshsh!” protested the lieutenant. “I 
don’t know what to do either, but if you 
just say you’re in charge that will help. 
We've run into the Boche in the fog, and 
they into us, and I don’t think either 
side knows how strong the hostile force 
is or where its own units are. If you'll 
take command, we might straighten out. 
Look at all the wounded that are being 
brought in! That’s wrong. Four rifles 
off the line, or five or six, every time a 
man is hit! How long will any force 
last? You and I are the only surviving 
officers here, and we’ve got to save this 
crowd from disaster.” 

“Well,” said the colonel decisively, 
“T’ll go you. I suppose, with a little use 
of the bean and you to help—huh? But 
how are you going to get any order out 
of this madhouse?” 

He swung his arm in an open gesture 
that took in what they could see. Fog, 
the edge of the thickets, scattered packs, 
five or six wounded men, the bayonets of 
half a dozen more protruding from shell 
holes, and all around a continual clamour 
of faint yells, machine-gun fire, and the 
ear-splitting crash of grenades. 

“First, we'll send out runners and try 
to get some idea of what’s going on. We 
should send two in each direction. We 
should find some place to reorganize; I 
don’t know how or where, but it should 
be done. We should stop this carrying 
in of wounded. That above all things. 
Where have the men gone that brought 
in those last men? Disappeared. And 
not back to the front line, either. Then 
we should get someone out to tell Higher 
Authority where we are. They won't 
leave us here to be butchered. We 
haven’t got any liaison with anyone, but 
they have. How the hell can we expect 
help if we don’t tell them we need it?” 

“Where do we get said runners?” in- 
quired the colonel. 

The lieutenant’s eye lighted on Drog- 
han, O’Nail, and Corporal Gordon. 

“What are you men doing here?” he 
inquired sternly. 

“’S all right,” interrupted the colonel, 
“I know them. They’re machine gun- 
ners. Where's the kid you had with you? 
Where’s your gun? Thrown it away?” 

The other two looked at Gordon. As 
ranking man it was up to him to answer 
and take any harsh language that might 
be uttered. Otherwise why did he get 
three dollars extra a month? 

“He was captured,” answered Gordon. 
“He and the mule were both captured.” 

“What the hell did they want with the 
mule?” asked the colonel. 

“It’s meself was just asking meself 
that!” exclaimed Droghan excitedly. “He 
was a darb of a little mule, for all he’d 
lie down if you would be hurryin’ him. 
An’ I'd taught him that cunnin’ that he’d 
eat cigarettes when I had them to give. 
An’ shake his head the while any Mili- 
tary Police was goin’ by. Sure, he’d for- 
gotten that one since he’d been at the 
front, not seeing many of them an’ all, 
but——” 
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“Could we use them as runners?” in- 
terrupted the lieutenant. 

“I wouldn’t,” said the colonel slowly, 
eying the three machine gunners. “] 
think anyway that you and I would do 
better going out and having a look 
around ourselves. How is anyone going 
to find his way back in this fog? We've 
got no time to waste!” 

“Right!” agreed the lieutenant. 

“Go get that gang in that shell hole— 
we'll take them with us. And these 
three.” 

As the lieutenant ran across the open 
space, crouching low, the colonel began 
to hunt about the pockets of his macki- 
naw, as though in search of cigarettes. 

“I’ve got two packages in one of these 
pockets,” he muttered. He gave a sur- 
prised grunt and looked down at himself, 
pulling his mackinaw around. There 
was a ragged tear in the skirt of it, 
that entered at one side of the pocket and 
went out the back, bursting the cloth 
jaggedly. 

“What the hell!” he muttered. “That 
was a bullet or a hunk of grenade. | 
never felt it do that! Boy, two inches 
this way and I’d have had as nasty a 
wound as ever collected ten thousand 
smackers!” He unbuttoned the pocket 
and hurriedly thrust his hand therein. 
He brought it out filled with a shattered 
mass of white and brown. “My ciga- 
rettes!” he gasped. “It went right 
through ’em!” His face took on an ex- 
pression of stark tragedy. “Oh, God, 
and now I'll be all day without any 
cigarettes!” 

The other three said nothing. They 
had been without cigarettes themselves, 
also without food, and the _ saddest 
thought of all was that it was very un- 
likely they would get any in the near 
future. 

The lieutenant returned after a time. 
He reported that the bulk of the enemy 
firing was coming from the front and 
left, which seemed to coincide with what 
the machine gunners had heard of an 
enemy force coming from the west the 
night before. He suggested they gather 
what men they could and move westward, 
feeling out the strength of the enemy, 
and that they make no attempt to attack 
in force until they received help. 

“Would you mind my asking, sir,” said 
Gordon, during a pause, “what the 
chances are on getting fed? We haven't 
had anything but a few pieces of choco- 
late now for a day or so.” 

“Unroll some of these packs that are 
seattered about,” said the lieutenant, 
“they ought to all have emergency ra- 
tions in them.” 

“Gee, I never thought!” cried Gordon. 
He and the other two immediately went 
about inspecting the packs in the vicinity. 

“Don’t wander off absent-mindedly 
into the fog!” remarked the colonel, “be- 
cause I’ve got my eye on you!” 

“There’s a one-pounder gun I’ve dis- 
covered with about twenty rounds of 
ammunition,” went on the lieutenant, 
“that ought to help us. We have six 
and three is nine men; we ought to be 
able to glean at least a platoon out of 
shell holes in front of us, and with that 
we ought to be able to get in on their 
flank and cause them some anxiety.” 

“The Boche aren’t very strong here or 
they’d have swamped us by now!” mut- 
tered the colonel. 

“Well, about that you can’t tell, be- 
cause they’ve no way of knowing how 


Aug? 


disor: 
the B 
off on 
“Le 
is yo 
Here, 
bing 


>= 
| 
of 8 
~~~ ettis 
car 
and 
twink 
takin 
throa 
with 
one t 
tiny 
golde 
Th 
Ther 
the n 
in tl 
stren 
had | 
tinue 
with 
medi 
medi 
it 
it a 
vicin 
ing, 
to pc 
agail 
stop] 
some 
| It 
havi 
strer 
tits one-] 
addr 
“N 
did 
this 
was! 
ther 
That 
for, 
dow! 
ant, 
vanc 
Su 
a pa 
pour 
mor 
ing 
time 
chin 
snak 
its 
awa 
a ju 
Tl 
slop 


August, 1930 


disorganized we are. On the other hand, 
the Boche don’t let their units go tearing 
off on their own hook, either.” 

“Let’s go!” decided the colonel. “This 
js your one-pounder coming, isn’t it? 
Here, you machine gunners, lay off rob- 
bing those packs and come on.” 

The search for food had not been very 
fruitful, for emergency rations were 
heavy, and often were the first thing 
that went into the ditch on the fag end 
of a night march, when a tired soldier 
jettisons what he can. They had found 
a can of willie, two boxes of hardtack, 
and what was really a find, a can of 
peaches. This food disappeared in a 
twinkling, and they moved off downhill, 
taking the can of peaches in turn and 
shaking a peach out of it down their 
throats. They had rammed a hole in it 
with a bayonet just large enough for 
one to emerge at a time, along with a 
tiny stream of juice that hung in 
golden drops on their beards. 

They began to find men immediately. 
There were fewer shell holes here, but 
the men lay behind bushes or in hollows 
in the ground. They increased their 
strength in a short time to forty men and 
had not yet had a casualty. They con- 
tinued down the hill, slowly, cautiously, 
with wide intervals. The flank squad 
ran onto a German machine gun that im- 
mediately wounded and killed six Ameri- 
cans and drove the rest to shelter. Also 
it alarmed all the Germans in the 
vicinity, who, from the yells and the fir- 
ing, located the hostile force, and began 
to pound the vicinity gleefully. Some of 
those in shelter began to crawl uphill 
again, but the colonel and the lieutenant 
stopped some, and the enemy stopped 
some more, and for good. 

It was then that these two officers, 
having some idea of where the enemy 
strength was right here, brought up the 
one-pounder. This gun was on its tri- 
pod, its detachable carriage having been 
lost, but its gunners had not carried it 
very far and so were not too tired to be 
able to shoot it accurately. They set it 
up, and under cover of a tree stump 
began to fire into the fog. 

“You corporal there,” said the colonel, 
addressing Gordon, “you said you’d been 
down here before, didn’t you? No chance 
of any of our own troops being in front 
of us, is there?” 

“No, sir. That is, we didn’t notice any, 
did we, O’Nail? We didn’t come down 
this exact part of the hill, but there 
wasn’t anyone here. Somebody told me 
there was a gap here, a gap in our lines. 
That’s what our battalion was up here 
for, to stop the gap. There’s no Yanks 
down there now, anyway.” 

“Let her go again,” said the lieuten- 
ant, “and then let’s see if we can’t ad- 
vance a way.” 

Success, They crawled downhill, sent 
a patrol around on the flank to throw a 
few grenades, and advanced the one- 
pounder again. They went forward some 
more, crawling on their stomachs, inch- 
ing along, some of the men firing from 
time to time with their rifles. If a ma- 
chine gun buzzed, like an alarmed rattle- 
snake, they directed the one-pounder in 
its direction and silenced it or drove it 
away. They had the sensation of men 
who cut their way foot by foot through 
a jungle. 

They came down, finally, to the lower 
slopes of the hill. The fog was thinner 
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here, and they could see some of their 
handiwork. They came first upon a heavy 
machine gun, rearing itself from a hole 
in the ground, its steam pipe running 
away out of sight through the grass. 
There was straw scattered about it, sev- 
eral ammunition boxes, an empty belt, 
and a little pile of stick grenades. Gor- 
don, who was familiar with these guns, 
examined it cautiously. The feed 
mechanism had been removed, and the 
gun was useless. They found some dead 
after that, and a few wounded men badly 
hit and on the point of death. 

“Umm!” muttered the colonel at this, 
“they’re well in hand here, you see. We 
haven't seen a slightly wounded man and 
we haven’t taken a prisoner yet. But 
they aren’t able to get their badly 
wounded out, which shows there’s some- 
thing bothering them. Either they’re too 
far from roads an ambulance can run on 
or they’re short of medical personnel.” 

“We ought to move faster now,” re- 
marked the lieutenant. “We can see 
better and farther. Now, don’t you think 
we ought to work right a little a 

A burst of bullets from a machine gun 
struck just behind the group composed 
of the colonel, the lieutenant, the three 
machine gunners, and the corporal of the 
one-pounder. There was a hasty change 
of position. Within the next minute a 
number of men were hit, and slight con- 
fusion began to be manifested. 

“There’s the Boche!” cried Gordon sud- 
denly. His automatic barked twice. The 
others just had a glimpse of a short line 
of men running out of a fold in the 
ground and disappearing. They had run 
toward and not away from the Ameri- 
cans. A hot fire was opened upon the 
latter very shortly, in all probability 
from the Germans that had just been 
seen. They were in front of a low hillock 
against which their heads, cautiously ex- 
posed, could not be seen. They had sev- 
eral machine guns with them, with plenty 
of ammunition. 

“This is another counter attack like 
we had yesterday morning,” yelled Gor- 
don in O’Nail’s ear. 

“Yeay!” howled Droghan, “there's 
more of them! Crawlin’ on their bellies 
for the snakes they are! Lookut!” 

“I'll say!” agreed Gordon. “I know 
what that gang are after!” He turned 
and, getting to his knees, crawled rapidly 
back up the hill. 

“Here! Come back yere! 
bullet through you! 
that man!” 

Thus yelled the colonel, but those who 
were nearer Gordon than he had other 
things on their minds. The machine-gun 
corporal halted, however, near where the 
captured German gun still shoved up its 
head, like a snake about to strike. Bark! 
went his automatic. Then he turned and 
taking a long look around, rejoined Drog- 
han and O’Nail. 

“What the hell were you doing?” de- 
manded the colonel. “What’s the grand 
idea in all that wild west stuff?” 

“T was letting a slug through the 
water jacket of that gun, sir,” answered 
Gordon. 

“Well, what’s the percentage in that? 
Didn’t you tell me the thing was useless? 
Thought I might make you work it, 
huh?” 

“Sir, they’ve taken out the feed block,” 
answered Gordon. “One of these krauts 
that you can see running around the 
bushes has got it in his pocket. He 
crawls up to that gun, shoves in the feed 
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block, and it’s in working order again. 
Then they shoot us up from behind. 
Well, they won’t with that gun, because 
the water jacket has now a hole through 
it you can run your hand through!” 

“Humph!” grunted the colonel. “The 
next time you go smoking off on these 
mysterious missions you ask my permis- 
sion first! You and these two cutthroais 
here are members of my staff, now, and 
don’t forget it!” With that he crawled 
back again to the lieutenant. 

“Now just what in the name of su- 
preme Jupiter is biting him?” demanded 
Gordon. “That old bird doesn’t like me 
for sour owl feathers. What did I ever 
do to him to get him riled? What’s he 
pick on us for all the time?” 

“I don’t know,” replied O’Nail, “but I 
have a hunch. I fear he has an idea in 
his mind that we crowned teacher’s pet 
in the white trench coat.” 

“Never!” protested Gordon, “He 
doesn’t even know about it. Wouldn’t he 
have asked us right out if he thought we 
did it?” 

“Aw, well, he thinks we’re suspicious 
characters. Didn’t I tell you he was a 
bull? It’s marked all over him. He's 
up here smelling around for somethin’, 
and he thinks we know about it.” 

“Why should he?” 

“Why should he? Well, if you met 
three tough eggs like us wandering 
around a battlefield when the outfit we 
claimed we belonged to was ten or twelve 
kilometres to hell and gone back to the 
lines, wouldn’t you be suspicious ?” 

“He’s crazy as a coot and so are you!” 
protested Gordon. “Man!” 

“One” had cracked between Gordon 
and O’Nail so close that they felt the 
wind of it. They lay down. Shortly 
afterward the colonel and the lieutenant 
crawled over to them and haggardly an- 
nounced that they must retire westward. 

“We can’t hold them,” said the colonel, 
“and to try to hang on here would simply 
be murder.” 

So they went back slowly along the 
face of the hill. The fog protected them 
again, and so that the enemy would not 
have rifle flashes to guide him the colonel 
forbade all firing. 

“Keep up the old courage,” said the 
lieutenant. “A man begins to think he’s 
all alone and abandoned here just be- 
cause all he can see is his little corner 
of the battlefield, but there must be a 
hundred thousand men within a mile or 


so. If there weren’t the Boche would 
sweep over us like the sea!” 
“True enough,” replied the colonel, 


“but each and every one of the hundred 
thousand is having just the same dam’ 
kind of nightmare that we are. This 
thing is getting hotter and hotter. By 
George, you can feel the pressure they're 
bringing on us!” 

“Well, we’ve brought a little on them, 
after all,” cried the lieutenant. “The 
army knows we're here, they’re not go- 
ing to let all the work and preparation 
and sweat they put into this offensive go 
for nothing without a struggle. Another 
thing, the enemy hasn’t got any replace- 
ment, and we've got plenty.” 

“That’s all we have got!” growled the 
colonel. “Cannon fodder! And that’s 


just what they are, too, replacements! 
If we had a few soldiers and fewer re- 
placements—say, can’t that one-pounder 
give us a little fire on that gang in the 
grass down there? i 
getting accurate as hell! 
see that?” 
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A number of Americans, scarcely visi- 
ble, their gray slickers merging with the 
fog, had come into sight a little way off, 
and as the others made up their mouths 
to call to them the group sprang apart, 
like ninepins at the arrival of a well- 
aimed ball, and became lumps of gray in 
the tangled grass. 

“Put down that gun and turn her 
loose!” ordered the lieutenant, turning 
about to the one-pounder crew that 
panted behind. They complied, the tripod 
clicked into place, in went the shell, slam 
went the breach, Pow! Down the valley 
appeared a round cloud of white smoke, 
like a cotton boll. 

“Good! Shoot her again!” 

“That’c our last shell, sir!” called the 
gunner. 

“Sir,” said Gordon, “if we go uphill a 
way we'll come to our old position. Not 
where we were this morning, but farther 
along. There’s a trench there that will 
be good protection.” 

“Lead us to it!” said the two officers 
together. 

They continued their retreat, but now 
swung uphill. They had not far to go, 
but it took a long, long time. They 
made no attempt to carry in their 
wounded. If a man was hit and could 
not walk, he was left where he was. The 
retreat would have become a panic and a 
rout, but the men were too tired to run, 
and then it was uphill. They met more 
men in the grass, in shell holes and be- 
hind bushes, and finally, some hundred 
or so odd, they reached the crest of the 
hill, where Gordon had had his gun the 
morning of the day before. Behind this, 
just over the crest, was the old trench, 
and into this everyone fell, many to lie 
panting in the mud. 

“So here we are back again!” said 
O’Nail. “Now, what’s all the sweat and 
blood of the last twenty-four hours got- 
ten us?” 

“We're holdin’ our own, anyway,” said 
Gordon. 

TO BE CONTINUED. 
(Copyright by The Bell Syndicate, Inc.) 


| INKY—THE BANDIT HOUND | 


(Continued from page 3) 


important role of director, watched him 
closely for manifestations of his peculiar 
gift. 

Coming out of the woods in which the 
bandits had taken position, the column 
found itself upon a sparsely wooded spur 
that dropped off precipitously to their 
right into a deep crater-like gorge, filled 
with trees that fought upward to the sun 
until their limbs reached almost to the 
rim. Along the cliff low bushes curled 
up over the trail hiding its nearness to 
the edge. Inky, pushing his way among 
the feet of the marching men, ventured 
too near and with a yelp of panic van- 
ished from view, the course of his descent 
marked by the diminishing volume of his 
cries. 

“Someone gag that dog” ordered 
Franklin, scandalized by the racket. 
“What do you think this is, a boosters’ 
parade ?” 

“He’s fell off the cliff, sir,” Cleary 
came up with the anxious Rey tugging 
at his leash. 

“Well, I’m damned—nothing can beat 
him for getting into trouble.” He 
listened a moment to the wails of the 
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unfortunate one. “I guess he’s done for, 
poor little mutt.” Then to the top kick, 
“Sergeant, detail a couple of men to get 
in there and end his misery.” 

“It’s almost a sheer drop here, nothing 
in the way of footing,” put in Morse, 
studying the crater. “Maybe they could 
get down on the other side.” 

“We've hardly time for that.” How- 
ever, Franklin hesitated. 

“Dam’ it, we can’t leave him to die 
slowly alone,” he exclaimed. “He did us 
a good turn this day.” The prolonged 
cries of Inky decided the matter. “Send 
those men in, Sergeant,” he abruptly 
ordered. 

“Wait a minute, Captain! Listen, sir!” 
There was the hint of a sob in Cleary’s 
voice, “He ain’t hurt much and here he 
comes four bells and a jingle,” he finished 
exultantly. 

The waiting men had crowded close to 
the brink, trying to pierce the leafy 
canopy that hid the crater; all stood 
silent a moment intently listening. 

Faintly, as from the bowels of the 
earth, rose the voice of Inky; gradually 
it grew stronger and louder, ranging 
back and forth along the crater’s side, 
reaching a crescendo of fear as it neared 
the rim. 

“Come on, you black rascal.” 

“Boy, that baby’s flying—he’d outrun 
his shadow.” 

“Gangway! Stand by to take his line!” 

“All hell must be achasin’ him! Come 
on, you Inky!” The men, forgetting the 
real business in hand, raised their voices 
in encouragement. 

El Rey, wild with excitement, lunged 
back along the trail to meet his pal, who 
with a final how! burst from a clump of 
bushes and threw himself upon his cham- 
pion whimpering with terror and ex- 
haustion. 

“Spigs!” exclaimed Robbins, the light 
of understanding on his weatherbeaten 
face. 

“You’ve said it, Sergeant,” cried 
Cleary. “Captain, Inky’s found ’em; 
they’re in there sure!” 

Parting the bushes at the point where 
the dog had broken through showed a 
plainly marked path. To preserve 
secrecy all that was necessary was to 
take one long step from the main trail 
and the bushes would close to conceal 
the imprint of the foot upon the one 
leading downward. 

“Morse, hold one section here. I’m 
going down there and have a look. This 
place is a hangout of some kind and I’ve 
a hunch the pup ran into some of his pet 
aversions while doing that nose dive. 
oe Wilkinson and keep in touch with 

im.” 

Slowly and as quietly as possible the 
descent was made. The trail twisted 
along the cliff; the sun filtering through 
the network of leaves was soft as moon- 
light; the air turned heavy, saturated 
with damp, earthy odors, and at the bot- 
tom the column came upon an eerie world 
of dank, colorless vegetation and giant 
ferns, and writhing liana where hun- 
dreds of vicious red crabs reared up 
to rattle their white claws and foam at 
their approach. Through this ghostly 
valley Captain Franklin led his small 
force until in a dim clearing they came 
upon a grass hut. Two hombres who 
stood before it facing them, their rifles 
leaning against the door, silently raised 
their arms in token of surrender. With- 
out orders the men spread out and halted 
at the edge of the jungle, all eyes staring 
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through the gloom about them. The ap- 
palling stillness that enveloped the scene 
was suddenly snapped by a loud chuckle, 
“Ain’t this one hell of a hole for little 
Inky to spill into?” boomed Sergeant 
Robbins. The laugh that followed was 
spontaneous and filled with relieved 
nervous tension. 

“Spread out and surround the shack” 
snapped Franklin, awakening abruptly to 
his duty. “Secure those men. I’m going 
in; come on, Sergeant.” 

Within the hut Franklin found Plan- 
chito, wounded and lying upon a pallet, 
with one of his henchmen attending him. 

The ascent was made in noisy contrast 
to their down journey. To a man they 
sang the praises of Inky. 

“Boy, I guess we ain’t good, what? 
We're the only outfit as owns a ladrone 
hound.” 

“The best dam’d bandit hound in all 
Hondo, I'll tell the world!” 

“First pay day I’m goin’ to buy him a 
nice collar.” 

“Wherejer get that I stuff? We'll buy 
him a collar.” 

And the bandits—were they concerned 
about their future as they bore Planchito 
on an improvised stretcher up the tor- 
tuous climb? They did not appear to be, 
but smiled in sympathy with the gala 
spirit that infected their captors. It 
was not for them to worry. Of a surety 
Planchito and his officers might en- 
counter difficulties even though the 
Gringoes were always merciful, but they 
of the rank and file knew that in a few 
days after some irksome formalities they 
would be good citizens again and re- 
stored, unarmed, to their families. This 
was the strange but comfortable law of 
the Gringo. 

When the captain gained the rim the 
first one to greet him was Lieutenant 
Morse. 

“We got ’em, captain, ten in all, as 
they came out” he said, triumphantly. 
“That pup spotted them. We had warn- 
ing five minutes before they showed up” 
grinned Morse. “That Inky is a wiz in 
his’ line.” 

“Fine!” exclaimed Franklin. “But I 
didn’t see any slip away. We’re bring- 
ing out Planchito and three others,” he 
concluded, just to let Morse know they 
were not returning empty handed. 

Inky suddenly found himself the center 
of unusual and somewhat embarrassing 
admiration. It had sufficed him that 
these men should provide his three 
square per day and leave him alone to 
be with his adored Rey. Whenever he 
had been unable to avoid their passing 
admiration, which was infrequent, he had 
flopped and rolled over on his back—a 
habit distinctly discouraging to ad- 
vances. Now, faced with their concerted 
interest, he was forced to abandon his 
humility; for no dog, be he ever s0 
humble, can get any joy out of life if 
he spends most of his time supine. 

“Atta boy, you black rascal, stand up 
on them pins of your’n, and for God's 
sake don’t tuck that tail under, neither. 
Spunk up, Inky. Ain’t you a regular 
gyrene now?” And thus encouraged, it 
gradually dawned upon hii that a less 
servile and more casual attitude was to 
the liking of these men and in keeping 
with his recognized position as one of 
them. 

When the company had reassembled, 
even the aloof captain, whom he had al- 
ways carefully avoided, picked him up 
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and rubbed his head and ears most agree- 
bly. 

7 “Sergeant,” he said, “you make out 
enlistment papers for this little fellow 
and open a service record book. Let’s 
see, better rate him Spig Spotter, Ist 
class. He’s to muster with the company 
now. 

“Ave, aye, sir,” replied the Top Ser- 
geant, and inquired, seriously, “regular 
award for distinguished service, sir?” 

“Yes, of course! Half pound of ten- 
derloin and same of beef liver. And 
enter this action on his record.” 

All of which was as it should have 
been—and man nodded to man and put 
down another high mark for Captain 
Franklin. He was a good sport, they’d 
tell the world. 

If El Rey felt any jealousy, he failed 
to show it. The position of his friend in 
the limelight met with his wholehearted 
approval; his attitude implied that at 
last these duil humans had begun to ap- 
preciate those sterling qualities which 
he had from the first recognized in the 
little Inky. The whole business justified 
his choice of an intimate and he was con- 
tent. And Inky as soon as released from 
the center of admiration waddled back 
to his King and modestly sprawled be- 
side him—he sought no higher reward. 

Five days later the Third Battalion 
stood by on parade awaiting the home- 
coming of the 64th Company. News of 
the successful accomplishment of their 
mission had been sent in by runner and 
the Major was prepared to render unto 
them their due whether they desired it or 
not. It would stimulate morale and im- 
press the natives. Along the edge of the 
parade ground the entire population of 
Antigua also waited; for was this not a 
fiesta day for these hombres and their 
families to whom the mere name of “El 
Carnicero” had brought the chill of 
dread. So happily they waited for a 
sight of this so-barbarous ladrone, Plan- 
chito, a captive. 

With bugle strains heralding their 
coming the 64th swung into view. The 
post band picked them up and marched 
them on to the parade ground to “The 
Halls of Montezuma,” the Leatherneck 
hymn. In the lead marched Captain 
Franklin, proud of his company and not 
exactly hating himself; directly in rear 
strode Private Cleary with El Rey, ma- 
jestic and self-contained, pacing by his 
side and Inky with tail erect as a symbol 
of his newly found dignity waddling next 
to his King. As he marched so con- 
fidently in the van of his friends there 
was no arrogance in Inky’s heart, simply 
awakening assurance and contentment 
and although he kept a wary eye upon 
the not-to-be-trusted hombres of the 
town, there was no outward sign of mis- 
giving that might have brought shame 
upon his companions in arms. 

When night had filled the valley with 
black velvet and the excitement had died 
down, Private Cleary squatted by the 
door of the galley and retold the story 
to Cookie, his crony. Outside, in a 
pool of yellow light, Inky shared with 

1 Rey his award for conspicuous con- 
duct in the presence of the enemy. The 
tale ran out and silence enveloped the 
Peaceful scene to be broken at last by 
Cleary’s chuckle. 

“Cripes!” he murmured sleepily, “at 
that, if it hadn’t been for me, Inky 
wouldn’t abeen along and where’n hell 
— the outfit abeen. Now, I’m askin’ 
yer 
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Fifty-nine 


FROM WHEREVER YOU ARE 


SEND FOR 
LEAFLET 
“BANKING 


BY MAIL.” 


ALLOT- 
MENTS 


ACCEPTED 


THE SEAMEN’S BANK FOR SAVINGS 


CHARTERED 1829 


YOU CAN SAVE 


74 Wall St., New York 


RESOURCES OVER $110,000,000.00 


INTEREST 
BEGINS 
AS SOON 
AS YOUR 


DEPOSIT 


REACHES US 


ANNOUNCEMENT 


Captain Benj. F. Fogg, U. S. Marine Corps, Retd., and V. H. 
Loy, formerly Staff Sergeant Motor Transport, U. S. Marine 
Corps, have purchased The Paris Auto Service, Quantico, Va. 


Studebakers, Oakland, 


together with a SERVICE STATION prepared to service 


Pontiac Dealers 


ANY MAKE of Car 


LEATHERNECKS! 


URN that bunk fatigue time into 
extra cash by writing. There is 
a great demand for articles and 
about foreign countries, 
photographs of unusual scenes, etc. 
We market, criticise, revise and re- 


stories 


type manuscripts. 


scriptive booklet of our services 


today. 


EDMONDSON & ROSETT 
Literary Agents 


729 Eighth Street, S. E. 
Washington, D. C. 


your luggage, 


Marine Corps 


Send for de- Marine Corps 


Photo developing, 
We pay you ten 
negatives. Wri 


210 Sixth Street S. 


HEY MARINE! 


Snappy Marine Corps Stickers for 
books. $1.00 per doz. 


per box. 
Greeting Cards—$1.00 per doz. 


every post—$1.00 per doz. 
Marine Corps Album—25 pages—- 
40 pictures—$5.00. 


U.S. M. C: Photo-Art Studio 


. E., Washington, D. C. 


albums, and scrap- 


Stationery—$1.00 


Photographs from 


printing and supplies. 
cents apiece for good 
te for our price list. 
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Suggested hy VE 


Fellowes-~ 


THE Q.M. IS A HARRIED MAN, 
HE SORTS AND COUNTS HIS G.\.CANG 
AND HOPES HE HAS ENOUGH IN STOCK 
FOR THINGS SLIP OUT IN SPITE OF LOCKS, 


HERE CANS 


BK ASIATIC 
\COUNTING 
THESE 


IN SUCH AN IMPECUNIOUS POSITION 


AND CUT TO MARGINS VERY THIN 
THESE STRIDENT HOWLINGS OF THE MEN 


HE NEEDS MUST CHECK EACH REQUISITION 


PERHAPS HE HAS BECOME A MISER, 
AND AUTOCRATIC LIKE THE KAISER. 
THE REASON IS NOT HARD TO FIND- 
| | LIGHT FINGERED GENTRY OF THE LINE. 


FOR IN THE Q.M. 


AND Vz, 


— 


OY?) (COULD 
PLEASE SIR} 
ISPARE ONE 
BAR OF SOARI | 


AND IF THE C.O'S WIFE 1S SNAPPY, 
HER NEEDS EXPRESSED IN VOICE SO HAPPY. 
SUCH WISHES MIGHT BE GRANTED THEN- 


MEN ARE MEN. 


HIS SHELVES ARE FULL OF SHOES TURNED GREEN 
THE VINTAGE OF OLD SEVENTEEN. 
YET TROOPERS FILL OUT CLOTHING SLIPS 
AND TRADE THESE SHOES ON LIBERTY TRIPS 


THE Q.M.'S NIGHTS OF RESTFUL SLEEP 
ARE RENT BY WAILS OF ROOFS THAT LEAK 
AND LEST HE DREAM OF FUTURE BRIGHT 
AD BURNS OUT THE LIGHTS 


mavor 
rz Z 


HIS HENCHMAN |S A PLUMBER BOLD, 

WHO KNOWS THE FATE OF PAPERS OLD. 
THE MAN WHO SAWS THE LUMBER UP— 
IS BUILDING A HOUSE FOR THE C.O/S PUP 


»{) SURE HOPE 
1 MAKE SGT., 
OUT OF THIS. 


| WONDER 


WHERE HE’LL (7 


THOSE GUNS& SHELLS THAT BRIGHTLY GLEAM 
AGAINST THE DAY OF THE EAGLE'S SCREAM. 
HE'D \SSUE FOR THE DUCKS AT THAT, 


OH YES, HE HAS THOSE QUADS & FORDS, 
DECREPID CRIPPLES BY THE HORDES 
YET WHEN HE BEGS FOR TRUCKS SO NEW 


BUT ORDERS SAY:“SOLO FOR RATS. 
[we A HEART- 
ToP/ ORDERS 

“| ARE ORDERS - 7 


=> 4 YOU KNOW IT. 


le K. BUDDY.” 

NO SHELLS. 

GALWELL- WELL 
\ You’LL MAKE 


THE HIGHER POWERS LET HIM STEW, 


PERCHANCE THE LA 
THE SOAP THAT SME 
{AND | JuST | 
JTOOK OUT 
ONE 


UNDRY IS NOT -CLEAN- 


SOME LEATHERNECKS BEGUILED THE QUEEN. 


LLS OF A DOG SO DEAD 


WAS PURCHASED OVER THE'QM'S HEAD. ” 
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THE Q.M.\|SSUES BEEFSTEAK RARE, 

WHICH NEVER LEAVES THE MESSMEN'S LAIR 

ABOVE THE TROOPER'S ANGRY HUM 

THE Q@.M’S CUSSED OUT FOR THE SLUM. 

ZA BREAK AND GIVE © 
\THEM SOME OF THEIR) 
(NICE JUICY STEAKS 


THE Q.M. BURNS THE MIDNIGHT O1L @ 
ACCOUNTING FOR THE STUFF THAT SPOILED, 
THOSE BEANS AND SPUDS AND JAM IN TINS, 
THAT SHOULD HAVE FED THE HUNGRY MEN. 


HE READS THE SONGS OF BARDS SO GAY 

WHO ON THE Q.M. FIRE_AWAY. 

AND WISHES SADLY FOR THETIME 

WHEN HE MAY GO BACK TO THE LINE. 
apologies Co Fellowes 
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Patronize Your Post 
Exchanges 


MARINE CORPS POST EXCHANGES IN THE 
U. S. AND ON FOREIGN STATIONS 


ANNAPOLIS, MD.,. Marine Barracks, U. S. Naval 
Academy. 

BOSTON. MASS.. Marine Barracks, Navy Yard 

CHARLESTON, S. C., Marine Barracks, Navy Yard 

DOVER. N. J.. Marine Barracks, Naval Ammuni- 
tion Depot 

FORT MIFFLIN, PA.. Marine Barracks, Naval 
Ammunition Dep., Point Breeze Sta. 

HAMPTON ROADS, VA., M. B., Naval Operating 
Base 

HINGHAM, MASS... Marine Barracks, Naval Am- 
munition Depot 

INDIAN HEAD. MD., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Powder Factory 

IONA ISLAND, NEW YORK. Marine Barracks, 
Naval Ammunition Depot 

KEY WEST, FLA., M. B.. Naval Operating Base. 

LAKEHURST, NEW JERSEY. Marine Barracks, 
Naval Air Station 

MARE ISLAND, CALIFORNIA, Marine Barracks, 
Navy Yard 

NEW LONDON, CONN., Marine Barracks, Sub- 
marine Base 

NEW ORLEANS, LA., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Station. 

NEWPORT, RHODE ISLAND, Marine Barracks, 
Naval Torpedo Station 

NEW YORK, N. Y., Marine Barracks, Navy Yard. 

PARRIS ISLAND, SOUTH CAROLINA, Marine 
Barracks. 

PENSACOLA, FLA., Marine Barracks, Naval Air 
Station. 

PHILADELPHIA, PA., Marine Barracks, Navy 

ard. 

PORTSMOUTH, NEW HAMPSHIRE, Marine Bar- 
racks, Navy Yard 

PORTSMOUTH, VA., Marine Barracks, Navy Yard 
Station 

PORTSMOUTH, VA., Marine Barracks, Naval Am- 
munition Depot, St. Julien’s Creek, Navy Yard 
Station 

PUGET SOUND, WASHINGTON, Marine Barracks, 
Navy Yard 

QUANTICO, VA.., Marine Barracks. 

SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA, M. B., Naval Operat- 
ing Base 

SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA, Marine Detachment, 
U. S. Destroyer Base 

SAN DIEGO. CALIFORNIA, Marine Barracks, 
Naval Air Station 

SOUTH CHARLESTON, W. VA., Marine Barracks, 
Naval Ordnance Plant 

WASHINGTON, D. C., Marine Barracks, 8th and 
Eye Sts., S. E. 

WASHINGTON, D. C., Marine Barracks, Navy 


Yard. 
YORKTOWN, VA., Marine Barracks, Naval Mine 
Depot. 
CUBA 
GUANTANAMO BAY, CUBA, Marine Barracks, 
Naval Station 
ISLAND OF GUAM 
GUAM, Marine Barracks, Naval Station. 


HAWAII 
PEARL HARBOR, T. H., Marine Barracks, Naval 
Operating Base. 
NICARAGUA 
MANAGUA, NICARAGUA, Regimental Exchange, 
5th Regiment. c/o Postmaster. New York 
PUERTA CABEZAS, NIC., Eastern Area Exchange, 
c/o Postmaster, New Orleans, La. 
PHILIPPINES 
CAVITE, P. I., Marine Barracks, Naval Station. 
C/O Postmaster, San Francisco, California. 
OLONGAPO, P. I., Marine Barracks, Naval Station. 
C/O Postmaster, San Francisco, California. 


REPUBLIC OF HAITI 

PORT AU PRINCE, 2nd Regiment Exchange, Ma- 
rine Barracks. 

CAPE HAITIEN, Post Exchange. Marine Barracks. 

OBSERVATION SQUADRON NO. 2, Marine Bar- 
racks, Port au Prince. 

VIRGIN ISLANDS 
SAINT THOMAS, Marine Barracks, Naval Station. 
CHINA 

PEKING, Marine Detachment, American Legation, 
c/o Postmaster, Seattle, Wash. 

SHANGHAI, Fourth Regiment Exchange. C/O 
Postmaster, Seattle, Wash. 


Twenty-Eighty— 


Y the time you have paid your 
laundry bill, bought a few supplies 
and laid away a carton or so of 


“ 


smokes,” there isn’t much left of that 
wenty-eighty you drew at the pay 
able. Do your buying at the Post 


Exchange and you can make that 
same sum cover a lot of ground and 


S 


f 


till have a substantial amount left 
or recreation and amusement. 


HE money you spend in the 


Post Exchange all comes back to you; 


for your dances, smokers, free movies 
and athletic gear are all paid for by 
your own Post Exchange. Spend 


your money there and reap the bene- 


fit of more and better entertainment. 


HEREVER you have a 


choice of several brands of goods, 
buy the one that is advertised in 
“The Leatherneck.” This coop- 
eration with our advertisers will 
help you to have a bigger and 
better magazine. 


OST Exchange Officers and 


Stewards are invited to make sugges- 
tions to “The Leatherneck” intended 
to improve the cooperation which 
our advertisers are now receiving. 
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Now for a Camel! 


Camel’s mellow fragrance 


heightens every pleasure 


—a cigarette made for 


real smoke enjoyment. 


Don’t deny yourself 
the luxury of 


© 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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